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Prologue 


A room in a certain apartment building. In a room with a 
calm and quiet feel, a girl rolls around on her bed, making a 
million different expressions. 


“Why... No, but...” 


A girl named Alisa mutters to herself as her facial 
expression restlessly changes back and forth. This, ladies 
and gentlemen, is the owner of this room: Alisa Mikhailovna 
Kujou. 


She was still wearing her high school uniform as she rolled 
back and forth on her bed. She’d only taken off her blazer, 
so her shirt was still getting wrinkled, but she didn’t care. It 
was unusual for her to act like this, but today wasn’t a 
normal day anyway. 


She was thinking about what happened half an hour ago. On 
the way back from school, he looked into my eyes and held 
out his hand to me. His hand... The words leaked out on 
their own. 


“Love? ‘Love’? ‘Love’? Eh? Ehh??” 


The words slipped out of her mouth almost unconsciously. 
She found herself thinking out loud as a huge wave of 
emotions welled in her heart. 


“Love? Kuze-kun? I-... Ah-!!” 


She asked herself again, as if to make sure. Right on cue, 
her face turned red and she dove into her pillow. 


“It’s not-! It’s like not thaaaaat!” 


With her face pressed against her pillow, she shouted out in 
denial as though it’s a reflex. 


Me? In love with Kuze-kun? No! It’s not that simple! 


There’s no way she could be in love with someone so lazy, 
she thought. She’d even told him that to his face, ...in 
Russian. Still, she was just stubbornly saying things she 
didn’t mean. But this Masachika was pulling at her 
heartstrings, over and over. 


He’s always one step ahead of me, he never shows his 
nervousness on his face, he never notices what | do for him, 
what a joke he is, and yet | could never tell him what | really 
wanted to say. ... There’s no way | love him... Right? 


That question bounced back and forth inside her head. She 
tried to get rid of the thought. 


“Really. | don’t like Kuze-kun at all. | just... got a little carried 
away in the heat of the moment. That’s all it was!” 


She defended herself in front of nobody in particular, got up, 
and went to the closet. 


Even if... That’s right, even if. Yeah, even if | did like Kuze- 
kun. There are more important things to do, so... 


As she changed out of her uniform, Alisa mentally organized 
what was most important to her. There was no need to even 
think about it. It was, of course, to become the student 
council president. It would be ridiculous for her to set her 
goal aside just because of some silly boy. It would be a 
betrayal to none other than Masachika, who said he would 
do all he could to support Alisa’s dream. 


Yeah... Since | have Kuze-kun’s support, | should do 
everything to live up to his expectations, right? What would 
he think if | threw away my entire campaign and confessed 
to him? 


As she asked herself that question, she imagined 
Masashika’s face. 


‘Huh? | love you? ...No, I’m sorry. | didn’t mean it like that, | 
said I like you. ...You know, platonically. Like, | support you. 
...Did you see me that way? Well... sorry. | don’t think I can 
really be vice president either...’ 


That’s what the Masachika in her imagination told her ina 
flat and uninterested tone. 


“Wha-, Hahh...” 


She took a critical hit from her own imagination and tripped 
over her own words. She staggered back toward her bed 
and collapsed onto the quilt. She was motionless for a bit, 
then raised her forehead a bit and started slapping her 
blanket. 


“| don’t! | don’t care! Everything about you! | don’t like it! | 
don’t!!” 


She smacked her hand down every time she said a word 
and breathed heavily. 


And anyway, it’s Kuze-kun. The moment | see him at school 
tomorrow, he’s going to piss me off with that lazy attitude of 
his. 

Everything I’ve said up until now- 


“Ghh!” 


The thought of it made her impossibly angry again, so she 
got out of bed and closed her closet with a bang. As she did, 
she heard the front door close, and with her hands on her 
flushed cheeks, she calmed herself down and went to greet 
them. 


“Welcome back, Masha.” 
“I’m home, Alya-chan.” 
“Hm?” 


Maria smiled as fluffily as usual, hugged Alisa’s shoulders 
with her free arm, and kissed both her cheeks. But she was 
moving as though she was distracted, and she seemed to 
be spacing out. 


“Maria... What’s going on?” 
“Uh... What do you mean?” 
“‘What do you mean’...” 


Alisa couldn’t find the words to explain what she meant. 
Maria looked at Alisa in a bit of a weird way, but suddenly 
took a stuffed animal out of the plastic bag and smiled. 


“Right, right, that’s right! Actually, |... met someone that’s 
really nice!” 


A stuffed cat suddenly appeared in front of Alisa, who was 
taken aback by how suddenly cheerful Maria became. 


“Ta-daa~ Alya-nyan!” 
TN: Chan, nyan, yeah. 
“A-, Alya-nyan...? Eh?” 


“Look, look! Doesn’t it look like you?” 
“Which part?” 


Alisa took a step back and looked at the stuffed animal. She 
couldn’t help but ask back with a straight face. 


“Ehh~? Its expression?” 

“Stuffed animals don’t have expressions...” 
“They do~ See? Look!” 

“Ahh, yup, yup, | get it. ...Just don’t call me that.” 
“Ehh~?” 

“It feels uncomfortable to be called that.” 
“Uhhhh, then... A-nyan?” 

“Well, that’s...” 

“Yayy, l'Il take you home then~? A-nyan?” 


Maria hugged the stuffed animal to her chest with a happy 
smile and went to her room. As Aliya still stood at the door 
with a dumbfounded expression, Maria suddenly stopped 
and called out to her. 


“Right, Alya-chan, I’m talking about Kuze-kun...” 
“Huh?” 


The name of the person Alisa was thinking about just before 
got called, so she immediately put her guard up. Maria 
continued in a cheerful voice, and Alisa couldn’t tell if she’d 
been caught. 


“Nah, | just thought that he was a really nice boy. | can see 
why you like him so much~” 


“I’m telling you, | don’t like him.” 
“Really~?” 
“You're persistent.” 


As though trying to hide her scattered thoughts, Alisa let out 
a heavy sigh. And immediately after, she gasped when she 
Saw Maria’s gaze over her shoulder. That was because 
unlike her cheerful voice from just before, her eyes had... a 
scary seriousness in them. Soon though, those scary eyes 
were once again replaced with her usual smiling face. 


“Yup, yup, | see~” 
“Eh?” 


“Oh, | see~ Alya-chan is cute when she’s not honest with 
herself.” 


“H-, huhh?” 


“But if you like him, you better confess soon~ It’ll be too 
late once someone else has taken him.” 


“Wha-, what are you talking about!” 
“Hehe, youth~” 


Maria, unconvinced by Alisa’s words, replied with a giggle as 
she went into her room. 


“Really, what the hell...” 


Alisa had a look of resignation on her face since she couldn’t 
keep up with her sister’s pace. She tried not to worry about 
it and went back into her own room. But try as she might, 


a“ ” 


She just couldn’t get Maria’s scary-serious gaze out of her 
head. 
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Edited by Endorfin, Schwarzel 
“Ahhhhh... Did | really...?” 


A student mumbled under his breath as he walked outside 
at night. He wasn’t a suspicious person, though. This 
student was Masachika Kuze, who was on his way home 
after walking Alisa back to her place. 


“Whyyy did | say ‘lIl support you’. Why did | say ‘Take my 
hand’. Who the hell do I think | am? Just die. Ahh, man, I’m 
so creepy and embarrassing. No, if we’re talking creepy, 
then me mumbling to myself like this is even creepier. Ick.” 


He spewed words of intense regret and self-loathing. A few 
minutes ago, he’d shown Alisa the rare sight of his manly 
side, but now he was incredibly upset at himself. The words 
he said to her replayed over and over in his head, making 
him feel like he was going to die of shame and regret. And 
on top of that... 


“Alya... She totally said ‘I like you’...” 


The smile she showed me on that tree-lined street was like a 
blooming flower. 


Masachika could vividly remember the soft touch he felt on 
his cheek as she was just about to go. He couldn't settle 
down because of it. Up until now, he thought that the flirty 
lines she occasionally said in Russian were just for fun. He 
thought she was just messing around, devilishly flirting with 


him, that she was getting a thrill out of whether or not he’d 
find out, out of how ridiculous it was that he would never 
realize. 


But the affection she showed just before was obviously 
beyond that... | think those are her true feelings... 


“Nah, there’s no way.” 
He immediately dismissed that thought. 


She got caught up in the heat of the moment too, didn’t 
she? Surely she’s already come to her senses by now and 
feels the same shame and regret. Yeah, there’s no way she 
doesn’t. 


But even though he convinced himself of that, there was the 
fact that the affection Alisa showed... definitely made his 
heart skip a beat. 


“I... thought I’d never fall in love again...” 


In fact, ever since that girl disappeared, he’d never liked 
anyone. He would still look at a girl and think, ‘She’s pretty’, 
or ‘She’s beautiful’, he still had a sexual desire for them. But 
he never liked someone else as a member of the opposite 
sex, he hadn’t felt his heart beat faster. 


| don’t think anyone would ever like someone as terrible as 
me anyway. 


In the first place, Masachika hated himself. It was hard for 
him to imagine that someone else would love this Kuze 
Masachika that even he himself couldn’t love. On top of 
that, because of that girl from his past, he lost all faith in 
love. He thought that most of the time, romantic feelings 
were fleeting and would disappear the moment the illusion 


of their partner was broken. Especially when it came to his 
own feelings, he... didn’t trust them at all. 


| can’t even remember her name or her face... How can | 
even seriously love someone? And love between students is 
stupid. High school couples almost never end up actually 
getting married. That kind of thing only happens in fiction. 
Actual high school couples can come together and fall apart 
because of the tiniest things. Even if Alya really did love me, 
those feelings would disappear the moment she found out 
how flawed | actually am. And even then... Even those that 
get married after dating in high school get divorced. 


He pictured his parents in his mind and smiled as though 
making fun of himself. Then he let out a deep sigh. 


“...What a bother...” 
The words unconsciously came out of his mouth. 


Love is so uncertain and ambiguous that it’s just... stupid to 
waste time on it. A pain in the ass. 


In the first place, he didn’t really even want a girlfriend, and 
Alisa didn’t even confess to him. 


Why do I even have to think about this? Hahh... If | keep 
thinking like this, l'Il never get a girlfriend. 


The self-deprecating thoughts swirled in his head, making 
him feel more and more depressed. 


When I’m in a mood like this | should just go watch some 
anime to clear my mind. 


With that thought in mind, Masachika hurried home. He 
opened the front door, ready to escape to the 2D world, 


and... froze. There was a pair of shoes in the entryway that 
Shouldn’t have been there. 


“.,.Didn’t she have things to do...?” 


He couldn’t help but change his mind when he thought 
about it. 


“No, it’s not even that unexpected.” 


If what happened today was all a set-up to get Masachika to 
join the student council, then it would make sense for Yuki 
to be involved too. If she wanted to, she probably could’ve 
been the one in charge of the whole operation. 


“I was set up... Or rather, | was dragged out.” 

He let out a sigh as he opened the bathroom door. And... 
Eht” 

“Ah...?” 


Their eyes met. In front of him stood a completely naked 
Yuki, drying her hair with a towel. Her eyes widened in shock 
and she quickly covered her front with the towel. And then... 


“Kyaa! Onii-chan’s a pervert!” 
“You... why get out now of all times.” 
“I’ve been exposed.” 


“You exposed yourself. You probably heard me close the 
door and came out on purpose.” 


As soon as she was confronted in an annoyed tone, Yuki 
instantly dropped her act and grinned. Masachika was about 


to leave the bathroom when she suddenly started 
stretching. 


“Hey hey, please wait. Don’t you want to find out why | did 
that?” 


“| do want to find out, but first you need to put something 
on.” 


“Now, now, listen to me, Masachika-kun. Just before, | 
noticed something truly terrible.” 


“Something truly terrible?” 


He thought it would be something stupid anyway, so he 
asked her back while facing away with a hand on the 
doorknob. Yuki looked at this uninterested Masachika and 
covered one of her eyes with her hand and gave an 
apathetic huff. The gesture was wonderfully elegant, making 
her seem like a famous detective that had just figured out 
the truth behind a case. It was quite a strange sight though, 
since he could see the many things not covered by her 
towel. Yuki didn’t care though, and uncovered her eye and 
shouted with resolve. 


“That’s right... We’ve lived so long under one roof but 
haven’t had a single walked-in-on-while-changing-clothes 
event!” 


“| didn’t think your ‘truly terrible’ would be that bad!” 


“Every brother has to walk in on his little sister changing 
clothes! Has to!!!” 


“That’s only in 2D! You stupid otaku!” 


“Coming from you!” 


“Damn it! It hurts even more because of what happened 
today!” 


TN: Otaku is used to describe (often Japanese) people that 
obsessively watch anime or read manga. Unlike weeaboos, 
otakus aren’t obsessed with the entire Japanese culture. 


Just a few hours ago, he was at a tea store with Alisa’s 
beautiful older sister and was thinking to himself ‘Ha! Is this 
an indirect kiss event?!’, something only an otaku would 
care about. Yuki’s comeback was like rubbing salt on his 
wound. 


Yuki suddenly grabbed Masachika’s arm and turned him 
around. He reflexively groaned when he saw the seductive 
pose she was in. 


“It’s what they call a fanservice shot. Kyaa~.” 
“Why did you turn me around? Why?” 
“Huh? It’s not a fanservice shot if you don’t see me naked.” 


“See you naked?! Shut up! Only a stupid otaku would want 
to see that!” 


“So you're saying you want to see it.” 
“Ahh, | want to. | definitely want to see it. Ya~y.” 


Yuki was facing Masachika, which she shouldn’t have been, 
and was making a peace sign. Objectively speaking, this 
was definitely not something siblings should be doing. 


“Hmm, this is quite the surreal fanservice shot!” 


“You're the reason it’s like that!” 


He quickly snapped back at Yuki, who was nodding with a 
serious expression. She stopped her charade and smiled 
devilishly. 


“Jokes aside, | helped with her sneak attack on you, so this 
is my apology, Onii-chan.” 


“Don’t show me your naked body as an apology, you 
know...” 


“Oh, boo, it'll make sense if you actually let me tell you. 
Didn’t you stare at every part of me from top to bottom, 
though?” 


“Yuki... Because of the situation we’re in, I'll only tell you 
this.” 


“Oh, What is it, Ani-ki? Don’t try to look cool right now.” 


“Showing me your everything... It’s just disappointing. A 
Small wardrobe malfunction is where it’s at.” 


“| see? | didn’t think of that.” 


For some reason, the two siblings were talking to each other 
with serious looks on their faces. It was as though sparks 
were flying between them. 


TN: Image. 


And with a smug look on his face, Masachika suddenly left 
the changing room, when{] 


“Wait a minute. I’m not stupid, okay? You saw it, didn’t you? 
You really did see my body from top to bottom, didn’t you?” 


“l only looked at your chest.” 


“So you admit it! You tit fetishist!” 
“Shut up, you perverted bitch.” 
“I’m a virgin bitch, not a perverted one!” 


“What kind of comeback is that! Or rather, put some clothes 
on already, idiot!” 


Masachika closed the door to the changing room with a slam 
as soon as he finished shouting at her. He instead washed 
his hands in the kitchen sink, then quickly went to his room. 


“Haa...” 


He sighed as he threw his bag on the floor. He took off his 
blazer and shirt, put on a tank top, and took off his pants[] 


“There you are!!” 
“Uohh?!” 


And Yuki suddenly kicked the door in as she always did. 
She came into his room, hair still wet and wearing only 
underwear and a t-shirt. Masachika was so surprised that he 
lost his balance and fell onto his bed, pants still around his 
ankles. Yuki had a nasty smile on her face as she looked at 
the sorry state he was in. 


“Hehehe, you sure have a nice body, Nii-chan.” 
“You scared me! What are you doing all of a sudden!” 


“Nah, this is a perfect chance to have a ‘little sister peeks at 
her older brother changing clothes’ event. Of course, the 
little sister peeks through a crack in his door and uses his 
full-length mirror to see the front side of his body.” 


“How much fun can it be to see your older brother’s 
underwear, and not even directly?” 


“Yea~h, | wonder~” 
As she said this, she looked at his lower body with a sigh. 


“Seriously... You’re not reacting down there at all when you 
see your little sister naked? Is there something wrong with 
your thing?” 


“There’s nothing wrong with it, that’s why I’m not reacting. 
No older brother would actually want to see his little sister 
naked.” 


“| get aroused from my Onii-chan’s body though!” 
“Yup, l'Il pretend | didn’t hear that.” 


“| get aroused from my Onii-chan’s body though! | get 
aroused from it!!!” 


“Don’t repeat it! | don’t want to know that!” 


“But jeez~... | can’t imagine what l'Il shamelessly force you 
to do with that body of yours when | become student council 
president... Ah, that book really showed me a lot...” 


TN: Both Yuki and Alisa are running for student council 
president. Yuki is currently the public relations person in the 
student council. 


“You're aroused by that too! When did you pick up the 
‘messed up in the head’ attribute?!” 


TN: Masachika says ‘attribute’, which is used in the context 
of video games. They’re both otakus so they talk with each 
other in a weird way sometimes. 


Masachika quickly pulled his pants up as he snapped back 
at Yuki. She gave a resigned smile and looked away. 


“Back in the bathroom, | thought that maybe, you didn’t 
even have one. But now that I’ve gotten a good look, | can 
see that it’s definitely there. And it’s a good size, too.” 


“You're too far gone, aren’t you? | mean, | didn’t know you 
had books about S&M play in your room!” 


While it wasn’t her bedroom, Yuki had a room for herself at 
the Kuzes’ house. It had nothing but a bed and all of her 
otaku collectibles, making it the perfect hobby room. 
Masachika borrowed manga and books from there all the 
time, so he knew exactly what she had. As far as he knew, 
there shouldn’t have been any books like that at all. When 
he narrowed his eyes in suspicion, she nodded. 


“Well yeah. | keep them in Dad’s office, though.” 
“Wha-, seriously?!” 


“I asked ahead of time, though? Dad told me, ‘You can keep 
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them here if you don’t have space in your room’. 
“But like, | didn’t think you’d keep those kinds of books!” 


“Dad said, ‘Well, everyone has different hobbies...’, 
though?” 


“How is that okay, Dad! Your daughter’s going to become 
corrupted!!!” 


“He also told me, ‘Ahh, that’s troublesome, isn’t it...’. He 
had this, like, tired smile, and he looked a bit sad. It felt like 
his hairline was receding in front of my eyes.” 


“You even noticed, you little shit. And don’t tell him about 
his hairline. Have some shame.” 


She laughed at Masachika’s words and left his room, quickly 
coming back with a blow dryer and a brush. She spoke 
loudly with him as she carefully dried her long hair. 


“By the way, Ani-jya~” 


TN: Saying ani-jya is more polite than ani-ki, which is, in 
turn, more polite than Onii-san, etc. 


“What is it?” 


“Now that you’ve talked with both student council president 
candidates and Masha-san, do you want to join the student 
council?” 


“Ahh, so, uh, like...” 
“Hmm~?” 


Yuki turned off the blow dryer and looked up when 
Masachika suddenly became quiet and awkward. He looked 
over at his sister and decided to tell her everything. 


“I’m going to help Alya become student council president.” 


Yuki stood in silence. She froze, and her eyes widened. But it 
was perfectly natural that she would. Helping Alya become 
student council president made Yuki his enemy since she 
was aiming for the same position. From the side, it definitely 
looked like he was betraying her. 


“Youp” 


“You?” 


He mentally prepared himself for her to complain or get 
angry at him, but Yuki suddenly threw herself on his bed. 
She wrapped her face in his pillow and shouted. 


“Alya-san stole my Onii-chaaaaaaan!!!” 
“Well, stole is a bit...” 


When Masachika calmly replied to her, Yuki suddenly raised 
her head and put both her hands on her breasts. 


“Damn it, you pretty girl with nice boobs! Are you not 
satisfied with my C-cups, Onii-chan?! Her E-cups (estimated) 
easily beat me!” 

“Don’t just expose your cup sizes like that!” 


“How are you so calm, bra-ther! No, brother! C-cups that 
you Can squeeze are much better than E-cups you'll never 
get to touch anyway!” 


“I don’t want to grab either of them though?!” 


“Or what do you want?! You want Ayano’s D-cups too?! You 
want to have a harem with the two of them or something? 
You fat, ugly bastard!” 


TN: Ayano is new in volume 2, but she won't be introduced 
until about halfway in. She is a childhood friend of both 
Masachika and Yuki, and her family has been serving the 
Kuzes for generations. 


“I’m really gonna get your ass this time, you little[]” 
“Yeaaa, come on then, hohhhh! Please be gentle~!!!” 


“Why are you so damn excited!” 


Masachika replied angrily and Yuki stood up on her knees on 
his bed. He suddenly hugged her with both arms and took 
her down while twisting around. 


“Ehh~? What are you doing~? Gonna take your little sister’s 
first time having her boobs touched~?” 


“First time, huh. You sound like some stupid horny high 
school boy.” 


“Whaaa? But Onii-nii already took that in elementary 
school~” 


“| don’t remember that!!!” 


When Yuki heard that, her annoying grin changed into a 
surprised ‘Ehh?’, which made Masachika go ‘Eh? Really?’ 
and try harder to remember. 


“Onii-chan... Did you forget about it? When | was in grade 
two...” 


“Eh... Ehh?” 


“We ran into each other when we were playing tag... You fell 
with your face between my legs and squeezed my right 
boob!” 


“| don’t remember a miracle like that! Don’t make up BS 
lucky events! And come on! Your asthma was so bad in 
grade two that you could barely go outside!” 


“And now I’m the healthiest girl at school! | haven’t caught a 
cold since middle school!” 


Masachika gave Yuki a disappointed look as she stood on 
her knees and proudly puffed her chest. 


“Yeah, but can’t you be a bit more humble about it?” 
“I am! Both with you and at school!” 

“l feel a bit bad now.” 

“Don’t! Spoil me instead!” 


Yuki held out the blow dryer and brush to him with a snort. 
He knew what she was getting at, so he took them from her 
with a sigh and sat down on the bed. 


“Hehe, please treat me well~” 


Yuki looked happy as she lazily moved closer to Masachika 
and sat down with her back to him. 


“l'm not good at this, though.” 


He turned on the blow dryer and carefully brushed her long 
black hair. They sat in silence for a while, but when 
Masachika switched the temperature of the dryer to cold, 
Yuki suddenly spoke up. 


“Right... So you’re going to be on Alya-san’s student 
council.” 


“Ahh... Not really.” 


“Yeah~? You shouldn’t feel bad though? Some sibling rivalry 
is a divine blessing, isn’t it?” 


“Hahaha...” 


Masachika gave a forced laugh at Yuki’s anime-influenced 
words. 


“I'll say this just in case though, Yuki. It’s not like | don’t 
like you or anything, okay?” 


“Oh, | get it~? Onii-chan lo~ves me, doesn’t he?” 
“Well...” 
“Hehe, Onii-chan’s dere side.” 


TN: Dere is the affectionate part of tropes like tsundere and 
kuudere. 


“Shut up.” 


Yuki couldn’t hold in her laugh as she shook her body from 
being tickled. Then she shook her head side to side as she 
stood upright on her knees. 


“Okay, I’m good now.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah, thanks.” 


She took her hair dryer and brush from Masachika and got 
off his bead. She turned around and started walking toward 
the door. 


“Well | guess we're rivals from now on... Ah, right.” 
“Yeah?” 


“I’m fine with a bit of cheating here and there. If you ever 
get bored of Alya-san, l'Il always be here, okay?” 


“No, cheating isn’t fine. | would never do that.” 


“Ha, you'll end up back with me in the end anyway.” 


“You sure are kind.” 
“Ehehe. See you, bye nyaa~” 


She laughed teasingly at her brother’s reply and left his 
room. When she closed the door, she clenched her fist, 
whispering to herself so that he didn’t hear. 


“Ahh... So he found someone to motivate him.” 


She turned around and spoke softly to her brother from 
outside the room. 


“I’m happy for you, Onii-chan.” 


Her eyes were kind and caring, and her voice was filled with 
nothing but love. After a few seconds of facing toward her 
brother’s room, Yuki turned around and walked towards her 
own room. 


“Ahh~, | wasn’t good enough, huh...” 


She closed her door and whispered to herself as she leaned 
on it. 


She looked at her feet for a while, still leaning against her 
door, but then she looked up again. 


“But, well...” 


And at that moment, there wasn’t any love or self-hate left 
in her mind. Instead, a decisive and scary seriousness 
replaced them. 


“|I won’t lose though.” 


The look on her face as she said this was a sight worth 
seeing... It was just like Masachika’s seriousness when he 


told her about helping Alisa. 
OOOOOOLU 


“Nn...” 


The next morning, Masachika woke up from his alarm going 
off. He rolled over sleepily and stopped the alarm. 


“Haa...” 


He sat up and pulled open his curtains. As he was squinting 
from the bright morning sun, he suddenly noticed 
something. His sister, who usually came in noisily to wake 
him up, wasn’t there. 


l ” 


Now that he thought about it, Yuki was acting a bit weird 
last night. Usually, they would excitedly discuss shows after 
they watched them together, but last night, she quickly fell 
asleep right after they watched her favourite late-night 
anime. 


“Hahh...” 


Maybe she was more than just surprised by my betrayal. 
She said she didn’t mind, but I might have hurt her anyway. 


That kind of thought came to mind as he scratched his 
messy hair with a frown. As he was doing this, there was no 
sign of Yuki coming. It was actually completely silent outside 
his room. Maybe she left the house earlier because she 
didn’t feel comfortable seeing him, or she might still be 
asleep because she had a hard time sleeping last night... 


“Ah...” 


He imagined Yuki crying in her bed. He felt a bit better when 
he thought that his sister wasn’t the kind of person to do 
that, but he still felt a sharp pain in his chest. He got out of 
bed, thinking he should do something to comfort her, but at 
that moment... 


“Whahh?!” 


All of a sudden, someone grabbed his ankle, and he 
stumbled backward. He ran to the other side of the room 
with heavy feet, holding a hand to his chest. His heart was 
beating quickly in a panic. Then he saw Yuki with a devilish 
smile, one arm sticking out from under his bed. 


“Bahahaha! You thought you were going to die from some 
monster?! That was so funny! I’m a woman of my word!” 


“Ohh, you...!” 


Yuki’s smug laugh made him remember what she said the 
other day. Yuki told him, ‘I’m gonna get under your bed and 
grab your ankle the moment you wake up, okay?’. He 
thought that maybe this was payback for hurting her 
yesterday, but now that he thought about it... His sister 
wasn’t the kind of person that would get depressed over 
something like that! 


“Bahaha! Haahahaa... Haa...” 


Then her laughter suddenly died down and her arm fell on 
the floor with a smack. As she lazily moved her hand back 
under the bed, she gave a teasing smile. 


“Help me up.” 


“ER?” 


“I can’t get out, you know. Don’t make me Say it, it’s 
embarrassing...” 


It looked like she found some space between the cardboard 
box of clothes and his old textbooks he kept under his bed. 
She somehow managed to squeeze herself into there, but it 
was probably too tight, so she couldn’t get out. She waved 
her hand around and smiled, as though to say, ‘Hehe, I’m in 
trouble, huh?’. Masachika smiled gently in response, and... 
grabbed the blanket off his bed and put it over Yuki’s face. 


“Geh{]! What are you doing[]!!!” 
“You-! I’m gonna bury you! I’m gonna bury you! Oh, you-!” 
“Kyaaaa! It smells like a man! I’m gonna get pregnant!” 


“Sure you will! You’re just another sheltered little girl whose 
grandma gave her shitty sex ed!” 


“I’m definitely a sheltered girl, but so what?!” 


“Oh, sheltered girl, huh. Let’s keep you sheltered under my 
bed then!” 


“Kyaaaa! Stoooop!!!” 


In the end, there were no hard feelings or awkwardness. The 
siblings continued to mess with each other until a car came 
to pick up Yuki. 


Chapter 2 


“Good morning~” 

“Hey.” 

“You know yesterday's drama~” 
“Ahh~ That’s nice.” 


The classroom was filled with everyone’s lively voices, and 
as usual, Alisa had her textbook spread open on her desk. 
She working hard on preparing for today’s lesson. 


But her gaze had been going back and forth from the same 
spot for a while now, and if you looked closely, it was 
obvious that she couldn’t focus. Alisa was a diligent honour 
student, but there was a reason why she wasn’t able to 
concentrate. One look at her and it became clear as day. 


The sliding door rattled open! 
“Ah-!” 


Each time the classroom’s door opened, she peeked over to 
see who came in. She would then peek at the desk next to 
hers, and go back to working. And that’s how things were. 


Why should | even care... In the end, he’s just going to come 
in with a sleepy face like he always does. There’s no reason 
for me to feel like this. 


Alisa persuaded herself as she restlessly played with the 
hair that reached down to her shoulder. She’d been like this 
ever since she came to school today. Alisa herself was 


aware that she was doing this, and let out a short breath as 
she collected herself. 


It'll all be fine if | act normal... Right, act normal. 


Alisa decided not to worry about it any more, and stared at 
her textbook with resolve... 


The door to the classroom opened again, but Alisa didn’t 
look over. Right now, she was completely focused on the 
textbook, and since she was now fully focused, she probably 
wouldn’t be distracted by anything. 


“Ah, Masachika. Yo.” 
“Oh, good morning.” 
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But she didn’t stay focused for long. Her thoughts were all 
over the place in an instant. 


She jumped in her seat when she realized, but tried to keep 
turning the pages in her textbook to cover it up. 


... The stuff on this page wouldn’t even be in today’s lesson. 
“Good morning, Alya.” 
“Oh, good morning. Kuze-kun.” 


Then, after Masachika greeted her, she looked up at him 
and finally noticed something. She put on an act of 
composure, and looked up at him with an unconcerned look, 
as though asking him, ‘The thing that happened yesterday? 
Oh, and what about it?’. And as she looked up at Masachika 
like that... 


“Preparing for class?” 

“Y-Yeah...” 

...For Some reason, he said that with a kind smile. 
Eh? Eh? What’s with his expression? 


She’d never seen Masachika with such an empty expression 
before, which left Alisa at a loss for words. 


“Hm? What’s wrong?” 
“Eh... Nothing.” 
“Okay...?” 


She reflexively denied it, and noticing this, Masachika left it 
at that. He turned and greeted Hikaru, who was sitting in 
front of him. They’d known each other since middle school, 
and Hikaru’s thin build and nice face made him very popular 
with the girls. 


Alisa pretended to study as she kept quietly stealing glances 
of them talking. 


Kuze-kun isn’t acting like usual today...? 


That was the impression she got as she watched the two of 
them talk. They were talking about the same things as 
always, but the atmosphere wasn’t the same as it usually 
was. 


And so, she couldn’t help but be curious, and she thought 
he looked a bit cool[] 


Agh, what am | thinking! 


She suddenly had a flashback of when the two walked home 
together yesterday, and suddenly sat up in denial. 


It’s nothing... That’s right. He just didn’t get enough sleep. 


Because he didn’t sleep enough, Masachika wasn’t feeling 
well. She convinced herself with that explanation, and class 
Started... 


He just didn’t sleep enough... 


For once, Masachika wasn’t nodding off in his seat nor 
yawning, and he was actually paying attention to class. He 
didn’t really forget anything, and he didn’t rush to finish any 
homework during break. 


Seeing him act like that completely threw her off. She 
thought Masachika would surely be the same as he always 
was after staying up all night. This serious side of himself he 
was showing somehow made her remember the words he 
told her yesterday. 


OUI won’t let you be alone anymore. From now on, I'll be by 
your side, supporting you. 


When she remembered the words Masachika said and the 
way he was looking at her, Alisa’s cheeks started burning 


up. 


Wait, is he really... changing the way he usually acts just for 
me...? 


An idea like that suddenly came to mind, and she shook her 
head from side to side to cover up her embarrassment. 


OUOOOOL 


“Kujou-san? What’s wrong?” 
“Huh? Ah, I’m sorry. It’s nothing.” 


It was fourth-period phys ed. Alisa suddenly shook her head 
in the middle of a volleyball match, which led to confused 
looks from her classmates. She sent the ball in an arc 
toward the opponent’s side with a sharp hit, as though 
trying to prove that it really was nothing. Alisa was 
unrivalled in volleyball matches because she was tall and 
had outstanding reflexes. 


One of the girls on the opposite team was in volleyball club, 
but they weren’t fighting a losing battle. Alisa’s team was, 
rather, wiping the floor with them. 


But still, while her offence and defence was amazing, only 
half of Alisa’s attention was on the game itself. She 
suddenly noticed Masachika playing on the other side of the 
gym and looked over. 


|... wonder if Kuze-kun will be okay. 


Masachika had been acting differently the entire morning, 
and Alisa couldn’t help but worry. 


The class was split by gender for phys ed, and there was a 
big net hanging from the ceiling, splitting the gym into two 
areas. Even though Alisa’s eyesight was almost perfect, it 
was basically impossible to tell the boys apart because of 
how fine the net was. 


That’s how it should have been at least, but Alisa could 
somehow easily tell him apart from the other boys. 


...Well, the reason she ‘somehow’ could was pretty obvious, 
but Alisa... Well, she wasn’t self-aware enough to realize. 


“Ah...” 


While she was looking at Masachika, his teammate’s serve 
smacked straight into the back of his head. He stumbled 
and fell down, and the guy that served rushed over to him in 
a panic. 


“Kujou-san!” 
“Uwah!” 


She was suddenly pulled back to reality by a call from 
behind and she noticed that her teammate had hit the ball 
up in the air. She moved into place under the ball, still 
distracted, planning to spike the ball. But just as she was 
about to, she noticed the other team’s volleyball club 
member jumping up to block her. She decided to do 
something else. 


She hit the ball in a way that made it fly in an arc just above 
the hands of her opponent. The ball fell onto the floor, and 
her classmates erupted into cheers when they saw the 
move she pulled off. The teacher that was acting as the 
referee whistled, ending the match. 


“Game! Team B wins!” 


Her teammate ran over with a cheer and she gave a 
subdued reaction back before making way for the next team 
to play. 


As she was walking over to the wall, she noticed that 
Masachika wasn’t there anymore. Maybe he left the gym, 
she thought. 


“Everyone ready? Alright, starting... now!” 


At the teacher’s whistle, the next game started, and 
everyone watched. 
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The game was on, and everyone was focused on it right 
now, SO... 


Alisa quietly snuck out of the gym. 
“Aaand, that’s why the ball is not your frieeeend.” 


Masachika rubbed the back of his head and complained 
while sitting on the stairs just outside the gym. 


Even though Masachika had good reflexes, he had always 
sucked at ball games of any kind. The point is, he wasn’t the 
greatest of friends with ball games. It was probably more 
like any ball was his sworn enemy, much less a friend. 


If he was to play baseball, he would, without a doubt, get hit 
by the pitch. Whenever he played basketball, the ball would 
sprain his finger. One time, while playing dodgeball in 
elementary school, he was sent to the nurse after being hit 
in the face five times in a row. It felt like they had aimbot. 
Since the ball always managed to get a solid hit on him, he 
made for a very good goalie. Masachika himself wasn’t too 
happy about that though, since every shot they took hurt. 


“Hahhh...” 


He hung his head down in disappointment and let out a 
deep sigh. At the same time, his stomach growled, making 
the scene even more depressing than it already was. 


“Ahh, I’m so hungry...” 


Actually, he’d been feeling out of it all morning, and for 
good reason. Worrying over Alisa and what she did... Nope, 
it wasn’t that. He was hungry because he didn’t have the 
strength left in him to eat breakfast after messing around 
with Yuki in the morning. 


Speaking of Yuki, the reason he was so awake in class today 
was because he went to bed earlier yesterday, as they 
didn’t do their anime discussion. And he didn’t forget 
anything because the driver that came to pick up Yuki that 
morning somehow knew Masachika’s schedule and had 
prepared everything he needed ahead of time. 


So basically, Alisa was overthinking the entire thing... But 
Alisa had no way of knowing why things turned out this way. 


“Kuze-kun, are you okay?” 
“Wha?” 


She suddenly asked him with worry in her voice, which 
made Masachika suddenly look up. When he saw how 
anxious she looked, he sat up, confused. 


“A-Alya? Did something happen for you to come here...?” 
"| thought you got injured... ... Right...?” 
“Ahh, so you did see... Nah, it’s nothing, really...” 


Masachika shrugged his shoulders in embarrassment, 
thinking he looked pretty uncool as he was. Alisa sat down 
next to him, still looking at him with worried eyes. 


“Are you really okay? Want to go to the infirmary?” 


“No, I'm fine, really. It was just hot in the gym, so | came 
here. | can make up for a bit of lost time..” 


“Hm. Hold up.” 
“Eh, ah...?” 


She reached out for his forehead and he reflexively pulled 
back. Then he felt his bangs get pushed away, and felt a 
sudden chill when her hand touched him. The coolness of 
her hand felt good on his hot face. He squinted his eyes 
unconsciously as it happened. 


Alisa had her other hand on her own forehead, comparing 
the temperatures. She pulled her hand away a few seconds 
later and raised her eyebrow. 


“Seems fine to me, hm?” 
“YYeah...?” 


She shrugged her shoulders and sat next to him, her hands 
around her knees. As he looked over at her... 


She’s really an E-cup...? 


He thought about disgusting things as he was looking at 
twin hills crushed by Alisa’s long white legs. 


He remembered Yuki’s words last night. He always thought 
that hers were pretty big, but the raw information about the 
number of cups provided by her sister was too exciting for 
an adolescent boy. 


(No, wait... Is it possible that they are even bigger than she 
estimated!?) 


Masachika was in full adolescent mode of thinking. 
According to one theory, appetite and sexual desire are 
linked, so it may be the effect of that. 


Alisa didn’t seem to notice his ulterior motives, and she 
tried to fix the bangs that she had scraped up. When she 
untied her hair that was bundled up behind her neck, with a 
hairband in her mouth, she began to tie her hair back. 


Immediately, the nape of her neck and the pure white 
armpit peeking out from the sleeve of her gym uniform were 
exposed. 


(W-wait, what!? A peek of an armpit!? You are not doing this 
On purpose, are you!?) 


There was no special reason for it. In the first place, Alisa 
probably didn’t know the concept of “peek of an armpit”. 
Masachika knew that. 


But exactly because he knew that, because she did it 
completely unconsciously... Its destructive power was 
immeasurable. 


Masachika gulped inwardly. The cuffs of her sleeves swayed 
in time with the way Alisa tied her hair back. He saw a 
glimpse of the border between her armpits and chest. 


(Yuki... This is what I’m talking about!!) 


After all, Masachika was convinced that chiralism is justice. 
Alisa finished tying her hair, lowered her arm and shook her 
head. 


A oxen What?” 


“Oh no...” 


There, Alisa finally noticed Masachika’s line of sight and 
withdrew a little. The latters gaze wandered a little, 
desperately trying to come up with what to Say... 


Alisa had a slightly suspicious look on her face, but she 
didn’t push the subject, and instead suddenly stood up with 
pensive look. 


“For the time being, you should drink some water.” 
“Oh, oh...” 


While thinking “No, there are no signs of heat stroke or 
dehydration, aren’t there?” Masachika quietly followed Alisa, 
who was unprecedentedly gentle, with a feeling of guilt. 


When he moved around the gym and headed for the hand- 
washing area located between the schoolyard and the gym, 
turned the faucet up and turned on the water. Masachika, 
who was thirsty for the coldness of the water that blew out 
in an arc, quickly drank the water. Apparently, he was losing 
more water than he expected. 


(In this case, Alya’s judgment may have been correct) 


While saying this inwardly, he stopped the water, wiped the 
mouth with his arm and casually looked next to him... 


He saw Alisa drinking water next to him. 


Alisa carefully received the thin stream of water with her 
mouth, not the way Masachika did it. He saw the long 
eyelashes that tended to be looking downwards, the sexy 
gesture of her silky silver hair on her ears with her 
fingertips. 


In addition, the slightly sweaty white skin and the chest, 
which insisted on the presence of the bent upper body, 
stimulated the boy part of Masachika, and Masachika 
became hungry and hot. He was about to become alive in 
another sense. 


“Fu...” 


Alisa, who moistened her throat, stopped the water and got 
up. So, when she casually looked at the water that could be 
heard from next to her... 


“Eh... Kuze-kun!?” 


There was Masachika, with the faucet turned all the way up, 
covering his head with water. 


A few seconds later, he gently pulled his head out from 
under the faucet, scraping his hair from the back of her 
head and draining it. 


“What are you doing?” 
“No... I’m trying to cool my head..” 


Masachika said with a sloppy look, with the water dripping 
from his hair and chin. In that strange atmosphere, Alisa has 
no choice but to nod, “Oh, yes...”. 


“Oh, what’s wrong with Kuze-kun? Why is water dripping 
from your face?” 


At that moment, Masachika suddenly heard a familiar voice 
and looked at it in surprise... And looked at the sky. 


“Hello, Masha. Don’t worry, | just chilled my head.” 


There was Maria in gym clothes. She seemed to have 
physical education in the schoolyard. While wiping her face 
with a white towel around her neck, she tilted her neck 
toward Masachika, who had turned his face away. 


“What happened? Is there something in the sky?” 
“There are clouds.” 

“Yeah...” 

“What are you talking about...” 


Alisa made a frightening voice, but he couldn’t look down, 
because her sister was very tall. 


(Gym clothes... nice.) 


He understood the reason why physical education classes 
were separated by gender. Well, if there was such a thing 
nearby, a healthy high school boy would not be in class. 


Masachika vaguely thought about such things while looking 
at the sky. 


“You're so wet... Do you have anything anything to wipe it 
off with?” 


“No, | don’t. Well, | hope it will dry itself naturally...” 


Masachika answered Maria’s question in a braindead state. 
Because she said it so vaguely... the reaction was delayed. 


“Yes, head down!” 


“What? Woah!” 


Maria was approaching to a distance where he could feel 
her sigh. Immediately after he reflexively lowered his face to 
the closeness of her voice, a towel was placed on his head 
and stirred. 


(What is this! I’ve never expected an event like this! ?) 


Masachika was completely confused by the unexpected 
development of being wiped by a beautiful senior. 


However, even if the thoughts were messed up, the instinct 
was honest. Masachika’s gaze was nailed to Maria’s 
magnificent sister, who could be seen through the gaps in 
the dancing towel. 


“Yes, that’s it.” 
“But, oh” 


Whether she sensed it or not, Maria nodded in satisfaction 
as she wiped Masachika’s face with a towel. 


“How was it? Feeling refreshed?” 
“Well... | felt like a dog.” 
“Ah~ Shiba Inu?” 


“No, | don’t know the breed of dog ... I’m sorry, it’s a bad 
dog that isn’t disciplined.” 


“Naughty doggy, so cute, isn’t it?” 
“Hahaha...” 


Masachika is getting more and more guilty about his senior 
who made those natural remarks. He felt bad for having 
such a perverted gaze towards his senior. 


Then, Masachika’s arm was pulled behind him, and at the 
same time, a slightly steep voice was heard. 


“Look, I’m going back, Kuze-kun. Shouldn’t Masha go back 
to class soon?” 


“Well, you just came here?” 

“Oh... well, I’m going back.” 

“Yes. After school again?” 

“Ah, yes. See you again. Thank you for the towel.” 


While giving a bow to Maria, who was waving with a smile, 
he returned to the gym with his arm pulled by Alisa. 


(Ah ~~ That’s the thing. That’s the thing they call “filthy” or 
“disgusting”) 


As he was dragged along by Alisa, Masachika was prepared 
to be seen with contempt. In fact, he was aware that he had 
viewed Maria with perverted eyes, so he couldn’t argue. 


To affirm his expectation, Alisa stopped right when she came 
near the gym, and looked back at him. 


“So... Are you okay now?” 
“Huh?” 


“Your head was just hit by a ball, did you need to cool it 
down?” 


There, Masachika realized. Alisa thought that he wanted to 
cool his head after getting hit. 


(Isn’t it wrong? It’s a misunderstanding!!) 


In many ways, Masachika felt sorry for Alisa, who was 
worried while looking at him a little steeply. Unable to look 
Straight at her, he answered with his eyes swimming. 


“Oh, no, I’m fine. It’s not like | have a bruise.” 
Me dates Really?” 
“No, it’s really okay!” 


Masachika tried his best to keep a distance from Alisa, who 
tried to actually touch and confirm how she perceived his 
crisp response. 


(Why? Why is she so kind to me?! Is it the dere period? Is it 
the dere period!?) 


As he saw her unusually kind behavior, thoughts about her 
confession and cheek kiss that happened yesterday came to 
his mind, and he tried to cancel them. 


(No, this is, but... should | ask it directly?) 
While keeping a distance from Alisa, Masachika made a bet. 
“Ah ~ Alya-san? Aren’t you being strangely kind today?” 


In response to Masachika’s question, Alisa’s eyebrows 
twitched and she stopped moving. 


(What? Now, Arya would say something like, “No, | was just 
a bit worried about you” and go back to normal! I’m sure 
she won't say, “Because I’m worried about you!” I’m sure!) 


In the face of Masachika’s gulping and spitting, Alisa 
averted her gaze with a raised eyebrow and fiddled with the 


tips of her hair. 


“I’m just a little concerned because you’ve been kind of 
down since this morning...” 


“Hmm? Ah, ah...” 


At that moment, Masachika grasped the whole situation. At 
the same time, he knew what he had to do next. 


“Well...So you noticed...” 
“What happened?” 
“Oh, actually...” 


When Alisa lowered her eyebrows in concern, Masachika put 
his hand on her forehead and made an unnecessarily 
serious face, and said in a tone as if he was about to make a 
serious confession. 


“I’m hungry... | want to eat.” 


“I’m hungry... | don’t have the power...!” 


Immediately after, Masachika’s stomach, which was flooded 
with a large amount of water, made a wonderful noise. 


Reacting at the sound, Alisa’s previously puzzled expression 
twitched, and her eyebrows lifted. All the things that have 
happened since last night ran through her mind, and her 
cheeks turned red with anger and shame. 


“So... | thought you were taking your classes pretty 
seriously, but you were too hungry to sleep..?” 


Ashamed of herself thinking, “Maybe he’s serious for me 
12”, Alisa asked in a small voice. 


“No, that’s because | slept well today.” 
“... Hmm, hey” 
Hmm, so he slept well... 


So | couldn’t get any sleep because of yesterday’s events, 
yet this unscrupulous, easy-going man was yawning without 
worrying about such things. | see, | see...... 


Alisa’s face was pale and her body was trembling. 
Masachika smiled and said “I’m sorry” 


“Well, listen, Alya. The Lord is saying.” 
“What? Are you going to say ‘Love your neighbor’?” 


“No? The Lord is saying...’If you got hit on a right cheek, 
give him your left cheek.’” 


Saying that with a clear smile, Masachika silently offered his 
left cheek. Alisa quickly swung her right hand. 


“You've got some nerves!” 
“Thank you!” 


Alisa gave him a merciless slap on his left cheek. For some 
reason, Masachika fell down while thanking her. 


“Oh, come on! Why don’t you just go back to class !?” 


Then, exhaling roughly, Alisa turned on her heel, leaving the 
fallen Masachika behind. 


(Trash! Scum! After all, | can’t like such a playful person!) 


After that, Alisa returned to the gym, strengthening her 
conviction that yesterday was done in a heat of the 
moment. Masachika stood up sluggishly, watching her back. 


(Good, Alya is back to her usual mood) 
He secretly stroked his chest. 
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“Alya-san? Would you like to come with me to the student 
council room?” 


After school, when Masachika called out to her in a reserved 
manner, Alisa gave him a stare and then nodded. Alisa, who 
still seemed to be reeling from her fourth period, stood up 
with her bag in silence and strode out of the classroom. 


As he followed her like her servant, Masachika thought, “l 
wonder if | overdid it a little” When the student organization 
room came into view, several male students came out of it. 


“Excuse mel!” 


Then, in a somewhat shaky voice, they all bowed their 
heads toward the room and walked gingerly toward us. 


They were the executives of the baseball club and soccer 
club who made the ruckus yesterday. Alisa stopped and 
Masachika lined up next to her, but they both tilted their 
heads as they noticed that they all had a somewhat 
frightened expression on their faces. 


At the same time, they seemed to have noticed the two, 
and with a huff, they rushed over to them. It was Masachika 
who came out to protect Alisa last time, but what happened 
the next moment was a completely unexpected situation. 


“We are sorry!” 


To Masachika’s surprise, when they came in front of them, 
they all bowed to Alisa. They bent their hips 90 degrees, 
which was a wonderful apology. It’s tempting to admire the 
fact that it’s an athletic club, but it’s really scary when all of 
them come to you at once. 


“Ah~? What do you mean?” 


When Masachika asked the director of the baseball club he 
knew, he slowly raised his face and said. 


“That... I’m sorry, Kujo-san. | think we got too heated 
yesterday and said a lot of terrible things. | regret that, we 
should have talked a little more calmly. I’m really sorry! “ 


“We should have listened to you more. I’m also sorry.” 


Subsequently, the manager of the soccer club also 
apologized and bowed again. Alisa nodded quietly, slightly 
warping against the spirit. 


“It’s okay. Please raise your head.” 
“Oh! Excuse me!!” 


Then, they gave a pleasant greeting again, and they left 
with a quick movement like an army. 


“What was that...?” 


As Masachika was stunned to see them back off, Alisa said 
in a soft voice, though still slightly moody. 


“That... Thank you. Thank you for helping me.” 
“Hmm? Oh... don’t worry.” 


While shedding lightly and giving up his shoulders, 
Masachika was relieved that Alisa’s atmosphere had eased a 
little. 


aii It was so cool[ 


Sudden hit here! Because it was the moment when he 
relaxed, the pressure suddenly doubled! 


(Ah, yeah... Yes, aS usual...) 


Inwardly bleeding from the corner of my his, he quickly 
made his way to the student council room so that no one 
would see his expression. 


“Excuse me” 


And he opened the door of the student organization room — 
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He saw a sukeban, who gave off a terrible murderous vibe 
(TN Note: Sukeban - woman gang leader). Her short-cut 
black hair exhaled a crisp, dignified and neat appearance. 
She was a slender model with a curvy and tall body. She was 
a beautiful girl who seemed to be a professional model at 
first glance, but he could only say that her appearance was 
completely sukeban-ish. 


Her eyes, which were fixed on Masachika, were filled with 
the glare of a bloodthirsty beast, and she stood there with 


an uncanny air that seemed to distort the space around her. 
And the most important thing... she was carrying a bamboo 
sword on her shoulder for some reason. 


(Oh shit, she’s going to kill me.) 


Masachika instinctively thought so. Then, he instantly had 
chosen the best action to protect himself. 


Masachika smiled widely, showing that he was not hostile. In 
addition, he spoke with a gentle voice so as not to irritate 
his opponent. 


“I’m sorry” 


And then closed the door gently. 


Chapter 3 


“That... What was that? It was a boy’s voice that | couldn’t 
hear, and | wondered if the baseball and soccer clubs were 
back...” 


That sukeban was... Chisaki Sarashina, the vice chairman of 
the High School Student Council, who possessed a stiff 
smile. 


[T/N: Sukeban means a delinquent girl] 


Masachika, who was sitting in front of her, also relaxed his 
shoulders a little as he apologized, holding his hands in front 
of his face while closing one eye. 


“Haha... umm, what did they do?” 
“Hmm? You know that better than I do, don’t you?” 
“Huh?” 


When Masachika tilted his head, Chisaki looked at Alisa, who 
was sitting next to Masachika, and said, 


“My cute junior went to intercede, but they didn’t listen to 
her and continued to argue in an unsightly manner. | don’t 
know what else to say, but | think they were just trying to 

pick a fight with us. Alright, gentle squeeze! Be careful!” 


Did you say that you’re squeezing right now? 


Aside from the question that came up, looking at the 
bamboo sword leaning next to Chisaki, Masachika said 


“I see... But... Isn't it overkill to bring out a bamboo sword?” 


“Eh? Ah no... Ahaha” 


Then, Chisaki glanced at it and looked awkward, and forcibly 
said in a bright tone. 


“It’s fine! | may kill people with my fist, but no real harm can 
be done with a bamboo sword!” 


“IS that so?” 


“Yeah. The bamboo sword usually breaks before doing any 
damage!” 


“Hahaha...” 
“Haha... Ah, yeah” 


Seeing Masachika’s dry laugh, Chisaki, apparently aware 
that she had slipped, let her gaze wander with a twitching 
smile. 


No, well, if this had been said by Yuki, Masachika would 
have said, “No, how is that okay?”... In this situation, it was 
not funny to be told by none other than Chisaki. Or maybe, 
it wasn’t a joke. 


Chisaki Sarashina. She was one of the two most beautiful 
girls in the second year of high school, and while she was 
feared by some boys, she was one of the most handsome 
girls in the school and was extremely popular with female 
students. 


She was commonly known as the “School Conqueror”. She 
used to be called ‘Donna’, but after Mariya, the “Virgin of 
the School”, entered the school last year, she got her 
current nickname. Being the former head of the middle 
school’s Public Morals committee and now Vice President of 


the Student Council, she was also the organizer of the Club 
Activities Association, which consisted mainly of the heads 
and vice heads of each club. 


(I heard that some girls call her Onee-sama while some boys 
call her stepmom... | see.) 


He remembered the appearance of the baseball and soccer 
clubs, along with the murderous demeanor of Chisaki, and 
thought “I can clearly see why.” 


He heard that in the past, she solved the problem of 
bullying in the class by force, Single-handedly subdued a 
group of over a dozen delinquents who broke into a school 
festival, and stopped the irritated cow that attacked the 
students in Hokkaido on a school trip with bare hands. 


She had many stories like that, but her most famous and 
heroic story is probably the time when she rescued a 
schoolgirl from Seirei Gakuen who was about to be 
kidnapped when she left school 


The validity of the other stories were unknown, but this one 
was a fact. The police had given her a letter of appreciation, 
and there was also a newspaper article about it at the time. 


From the stories around her and the situation he got himself 
into just now, he thought that she was a person who made a 
living out of violence. Judging by her look, it wasn’t 
surprising to her. 


“Ughhh~ ... Toya~...” 


And then, as if she couldn’t stand the indescribable 
atmosphere, Chisaki asked her lover for help in a pathetic 
voice. 


The person in question was at the back of the student 
council room. Toya, who sat in the chairman’s seat with his 
back to the window, opened his mouth with a slight smile. 


“Well, don’t get too stiff, Kuze. Chisaki didn’t use violence 
against them. She just threatened them while looking 
violent.” 


“Hey, Toya!?” 
“Im kidding.” 


Toya laughed mischievously at Chisaki, who opened her 
eyes. Chisaki realized that she had been teased, and as she 
stood up, she quickly went around her desk and began 
beating Toya’s shoulders. 


“Seriously...” 

“Ha ha, too bad” 

Masachika also laughed at the quarrel between lovers. 
“You're such a meanie!” 

“Haha, Chisaki? Please stop beating my shoulders.” 
He’s smiling...? No, it sounds kinda bad. 


It was more like a bash or a thud. There was a sound that 
confirmed it. 


And every time, Toya’s body was swaying. Still, Masachika 
Saw a man who admonished his lover with a smile. 


“I’m sorry. I’m a bit late, aren’t |?” 


Mariya came in there. When she opened the door, she saw 
Toya and Chisaki in front of her and blinked and smiled with 
a Slight bitter smile. 


“Oh, it’s Chisaki-chan and the chairman. Don’t get too flirty 
in the student council room, okay?” 


Masachika saw Mariya, who was able to call this quite 
violent scene “flirting”. 


However, it seemed that it worked for Chisaki, and she 
moved her body away from Toya while saying, “Oh, that’s 
not the case!”. 


“Sorry, did it hurt?” 


“Hmm? Oh, it’s okay. My shoulders were stiff, so it felt 
great” 


Toya laughed and turned his shoulders while twitching his 
cheeks with a slight pain. He was so handsome that 
Masachika almost fell in love with him. 


“I’m really sorry... | couldn’t adjust my strength well.” 
“(What’s wrong with you two)” 


“I'll be fine. That’s what I’m training for. Do it as much as 
you want.” 


“(That’s what it means to work out for your girlfriend.)” 
“Toya...” 
“(Eh? Why does the air feel so sweet all of a sudden?)” 


Alisa tugged at Masachika’s elbow as he whispered. When 
he turned around, he saw Alisa with a subtle twitch in the 


corner of her mouth, shaking her head with a frown. 


Masachika laughed at the reproachful look in her eyes. 
Gesturing over his shoulder towards Chisaki, he said, 


“Hey, Sarashina-senpai is often called stepmom, isn’t she 
albino?” 


“And?” 


“No, if you roll up your sleeves like that, you’d be like 
Sarashina-senpai.” 


“Kuful~~ !!” 


She blew out lightly involuntarily, and immediately after 
that she slapped Masachika’s arm with shame while her 
cheeks reddened. 


“Oh, my God, you guys are so close~” 

“What?” 

“Huh, | guess you're like your sister, huh? You’re so close.” 
“Annoying” 


Alisa cut off Masachika, who said that while doing a crappy 
wink, and a knocking sound echoed in the student council 
room, this time Yuki walked in. 


“Excuse me. I’m sorry. | was a little late.” 
“Hmm, oh. Don’t worry.” 


While saying so, Toya stood up and moved from the 
chairman’s desk to the same desk as Masachika and the 
others. 


They were seated at the table furthest from the door. From 
there, Mariya, Alisa, and Masachika were on the right, while 
Chisaki and Yuki were on the left side. Then, when everyone 
settled down, Toya started. 


“Then, we will start the Student organization meeting.” 
“Yes!” 

“Then, Kuze. Can you introduce yourself again?” 
“Sure.” 

Masachika stood up after being prompted by Toya. 


“This time, | will join the Student Council as a general 
secretary. I’m Masachika Kuze. My hobbies are otaku 
hobbies in general. Mostly popular anime and manga. 
And...” 


He turned his gaze to Alisa, who sat next to him, and 
declared. 


“I plan to run for president next year, along with Alisa Kujou 
here.Thank you.” 


“Oh, nice to meet you.” 
“Thank you~” 
“Thank you~?” 


Each of the seniors smiled and applauded warmly. And then 
there was Yuki, applauding with an unreadable archaic smile 
on her face, and Alisa, staring at her. 


“I'll introduce the other members as well. This is a good 
time to do so.” 


Toya then looked around at all of them, and when he saw 
that they had no objections, he turned to Masachika. 


“I’m Chairman Toya Kenzaki. My recent hobby is muscle 
training. Nice to meet you.” 


“Vice Chairman Chisaki Sarashina. My hobby is... Kendo. 
Nice to meet you.” 


“I’m Mariya Kujou, The Secretary. My hobby is collecting 
cute things. | know a lot of manga, especially shoujo manga. 
Nice to meet you.” 


“My name is Yuki Suou. My hobbies are playing the piano 
and flower arrangement. I’m looking forward to working with 
you again. Masachika-kun.” 


“Alisa Kujou... treasurer. My hobby is reading. Nice to meet 
you.” 


After all the self-introductions were finished, Masachika also 
bowed lightly. 


(Still, it’s a spectacular sight to see them all together like 
this.) 


It was so awesome that he couldn’t help but marvel at it. 
What’s more, the face deviation of the women. This was 
probably a unique case even in the long history of Seirei 
Gakuen. 


And all of them were brilliant different types. If one would 
take a picture of them and send it to a TV station, they 
would be interviewed as the “Beautiful Student Council”. 


“Then Kuze. Will you work with Kujou for now?” 


“Yas.” 


“Well, I’m sure you'll get used to it as the former vice 
president of the middle school student council, but for the 
time being, please follow the other members and learn the 
job.” 


“Perhaps you don’t have enough manpower?” 


“Yeah, honestly, it’s not enough at all. Thanks to that, we 
don’t have a proper division of labor by position.” 


“Well, usually the secretary and treasury are handled by 
more than one person... It doesn’t matter. General 
secretaries are basically handymen. I’m used to it after the 
first year of middle school.” 


“Oh, that’s encouraging.” 
Yuki called out to Toya who laughed in a good mood. 


“I’m sorry to interrupt you, Chairman, but I'd like to go toa 
meeting with the art department to discuss the exhibition.” 


“Hmm? Oh, please.” 


“Yes. Therefore, | would like to ask Alya to join us to discuss 
the budget and other issues.” 


“Huh?” 


Alisa’s eyes twinkled as she was suddenly asked to help out. 
However, she sensed something in Yuki’s expression and 
immediately nodded her head in a serious manner. 


“|, Okay. Chairman, l'Il be going now.” 


Then, the two left the student council room. 


(... There is definitely something going on.) 


A bit of anxiety passed through the chest of Masachika who 
saw off their backs. However, it was immediately blown 
away by a fluffy voice that seemed to have no anxiety. 


“Well, Kuze-kun, come here~ Welcome~” 


Mariya smiled with a healing aura while tapping the seat 
where Alisa was just sitting. 


Masachika raised his hips as he smiled at the call that 
seemed to distract him. 
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After school, Alisa followed Yuki down the hallway. 


Alisa was taken out of the meeting by Yuki under the 
pretense that she wanted her to be there, but Alisa was not 
so dull as to take that at face value. 


There were other reasons why Yuki asked her to follow. Alisa 
had a slight idea of the reason. However, from Yuki’s back, 
she could not sense her will to start talking. 


(Right... | should probably start talking about this.) 


After a moment of meditating and deciding her resolution, 
Alisa called out to Yuki in front of her. 


“Yuki-san, can we talk for a bit?” 


As | expected, there was no surprise on Yuki’s face as she 
looked back. She smiled quietly and nodded to Alisa’s 
words, she turned to the side without any doubt, and her 
gaze pointed to a nearby empty classroom. 


“That’s fine. I’m afraid that we can’t do it here, so let’s 
borrow that empty classroom.” 


“Yas, ” 


Yuki entered the classroom first, and Alisa who followed her 
closed her door. Two people were facing each other in the 
classroom where the setting sun shone. It was Alisa who 
started first. 


“| decided to run for president with Kuze.” 


Alisa declared clearly with an expression as if she is 
challenging her. Nevertheless, Yuki noded with her usual 
smile. 


“Yes, | know. | heard from Masachika-kun a bit ago.” 
“Yes.” 


She moved her eyebrows to Yuki’s words for a moment, but 
Alisa nodded to her words. Yuki tilted her neck to Alisa who 
closed her mouth. 


“Well, is that all?” 


“Yeah. I’m not apologizing because | haven’t done 
anything else to blame, but | just wanted to say it clearly.” 


“Fufu, is that so?” 


Alisa’s words, depending on what she heard, sounded like 
she was initiating a fight, but Yuki spilled her funny smile. 


“Yes, you don’t have to apologize for anything. Everything 
was chosen by Masachika himself. I’m not going to complain 
about it, and I’m not going to complain to you.” 


After clearly asserting that, she said mischievously, 
“It’s a pity that he didn’t choose me, though, isn’t it?” 


Yuki smiled. Alisa found herself asking with a smile that was 
somehow more optimistic. 


“Yuki-san... about Kuze-kun...” 
“Hmm?” 
“... No, nothing.” 


As soon as she said that, she regretted it as she had 
stepped too far and withdrew her premonition. But... 


“I love him. More than anyone else in this world.” 
“What!?” 


Alisa was dumbstruck by the straightforward expression on 
her face, which was returned without any hesitation. 


“More than anyone else...?” 


“Yes. More than my mother, more than my father, more than 
anyone else in the world. | love Masachika.” 


Without hesitation or embarrassment, Yuki proudly 
expressed her love for Masachika. Alisa had unknowingly 
stepped back from her all too sincere confession of love. As 
if to take advantage of Alisa’s agitation, Yuki quickly replied. 


“What about you?” 
“Huh?” 


“What do you think of Masachika-san?” 


“Wow, |...” 


She reflexively tried to say she’s just a friend, but diverted 
her gaze to Yuki’s straight eyes. After Yuki’s straightforward 
and honest confession, she wondered if such a bland answer 
would be okay. 


“Kuse-kun is... a friend... a very important one.” 


As a result, Alisa turned her eyes away and blushed, but she 
managed to squeeze out the words. Immediately after, Alisa 
shook her body when she felt her back warm, but... Yuki 
wasn’t satisfied with such words. 


“Do you like him?” 
“Huh!?” 


Alisa looked in front of her with a strange voice in her 
straightforward pursuit. Yuki closed the distance while 
staring straight at her face. 


Alisa involuntarily backed off, but Yuki closed her distance 
without hesitation. 


She noticed that she had the classroom door completely 
cornered on her back. 


There was a height difference of 20 cm between the petite 
Yuki and the tall Alisa, and at this distance Yuki completely 
looked up at Alisa. However, contrary to the composition, it 
was Alisa who was actually under pressure. 


“What do you think? Do you like him?” 


“I like him... or something like that...” 


“I clearly told you that I love him! Please answer me clearly, 
Alya-san!” 


“Uu, uu...” 


Yuki’s relentless questioning caused Alisa’s brain to 
overheat, as she was not used to talking about love. 


As a result, she opened her mouth, driven by her opposition 
to Yuki and her defeat, leaving her thoughts uncoordinated. 


“| don’t know... but! | won’t give you Kuze!!” 


At Alisa’s unexpected cry, Yuki blinked slowly and let go of 
her body. 


“| see. Hmmm, for now, should | just be satisfied hearing 
that?” 


When she chuckled, Yuki used her usual ladylike smile and 
urged Alisa on. 


“Then, let’s head to the art club. We don’t want to keep 
them waiting.” 


“Yeah, yeah...” 


Alisa left the classroom with Yuki, though she was a little 
confused by the sudden change of pace. 


As she walked towards the art club, all she could think about 
was what had just happened. 


(Wow, I... what? | feel like I just said something 
outrageous... Love? Eh, love??) 


As Alisa’s eyes rolled back and forth, unable to fully process 
the information, Yuki turned her face away from Alisa with a 


casual movement and gave her a really bad smile. 


(“I’m not going to give him to you because he’s very 
important to me”. I’m sure he'll be happy to hear that.) 


Her steps were light, and in contrast to Alisa, she seemed to 
be enjoying herself, almost dancing. 
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“Masha-san, this part.” 

“Yeah? Oh, | made a mistake.” 

“Oh, that’s right. l'Il fix it here, right?” 
“Yeah. Please.” 


At the same time, Masachika, who was following Masha in 
her student council duties, was surprised to find himself in 
an unexpected situation. That’s because... 


(No, this person... can actually work!?) 
Masachika was subtly, or rather quite rudely, surprised. 


However, in reality, Mariya’s work was far beyond 
Masachika’s expectations. The atmosphere was still calm, 
but the processing speed of work was terrifyingly fast. 


Masachika, who had assumed that Mariya had been 
recruited to the student council based on her popularity 
rather than her practical skills, was quite surprised by her 
incredible abilities. 


(And on the other hand...) 


Masachika secretly shifted his gaze to another senior sitting 
in front of him. 


“Is that...? | just saw it somewhere... Where was it?” 
“Chisaki-chan. Isn’t that the blue file you just saw?” 
“Oh, that’s right. That?” 


Mariya told her, and Chisaki headed towards the files lined 
up on the shelves near the wall. But she didn’t seem to 
know exactly which one she meant by saying “that”, and 
she pulled out the files in a row and tilted her head. 


(You’re not as good at your job as | thought! I’m sorry to say 
it! | don’t want to be rude!) 


Apparently, Chisaki was not good at desk work. In fact, from 
the perspective of Masachika, she seemed to be poor at 
organizing. 


Mt ” 


And, well... simple restlessness. She had only started 
paperwork about 20 minutes ago and she was already 
beginning to fidget. 


(She looks like an elementary school boy who wants to 
play...) 


Do we still have to do it? I’m tired of it already. Chisaki 
looked around with such feeling, but Masachika pretended 
to be unaware. 


There are two types of women in the world: loose and fluffy 
girls who look like they can’t do their jobs and seem to be in 


charge of healing, and handsome girls who look like they’re 
career women and seem to work hard. 


However, her work was the exact opposite of the impression 
she gave due to her appearance. 


(You can’t judge people by looks...) 


When he realized that kind of thing, Toya, who seemed to be 
unable to see it, called out to Chisaki. 


“Ah... Chisaki. By the way, it seems that there was a big 
change of books in the library today.” 


“What!? Not enough manpower!?” 


“Oh, the ratio of women in the library committee is high. 
Replacing books is a lot of hard work. Can you take a look?” 


“Leave it to me!” 


When Toya told her, she had a happy expression like a fish 
that got water, and Chisaki jumped out of the student 
organization room in a blink of an eye. She seemed to have 
a hard time with desk work. Seems that she won’t come 
back for a while. 


“I’m sorry Kuze. Well, Chisaki is always like that. She’s still 
extremely useful in discussions with committees and clubs. 
Take a good look.” 


“No, well... Everyone has their own good points. Haha.” 


Masachika also smiled back at Toya, who followed up Chisaki 
with a bitter smile. In fact, He was sure that she was a very 
dependable and cool senior. 


This was clear from the fact that she was angry because of 
Alisa. But... Oh, if she shows you a childish side, you'll have 
some trouble reacting. 


“But that side is also cute, isn’t it?” 


“No, it’s not a ‘hehe, it’s cute, this is it’. Please fall in love 
normally.” 


“Oh, you’re good, Kuze. You’ve done a great job. The role of 
a comedian is very valuable in today’s student council. Keep 
it up.” 


“I'd rather not have a student council with only 
blabbermouths.” 


“Good! | knew | made the right choice recruiting you!” 
“You sure?” 


That was a sudden change of topic. In the meantime, Mariya 
smiled like “It looks fun”, and she seemed to be completely 
used to it. When Chisaki pulled out the documents, she 
pulled it to her hand, as if nothing had happened, continuing 
her work. 


(A super talented person...) 
Masachika’s view of Mariya changed considerably. 
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They continued to work for about forty minutes. Finally, his 
work was settled and he decided to take a break. By the 
way, Chisaki didn’t come back during that time. 


“Then, let’s make tea~” 


“Oh, I'll help you.” 
“It’s okay~ sit down and wait. | like making tea.” 


When she said so, he wondered if he should interfere. And 
judging from the way the pot and cup were heated up, it 
looked rather authentic. It’s not an atmosphere an amateur 
can touch. 


“Do you prefer milk or sugar in your tea? Or do you prefer 
sugar? Oh, we have jam, too.” 


“Jam ... is it Russian tea?” 


“That’s what they call it in Japan. Unfortunately, it’s not 
lemon tea.” 


“Then jam it is” 

“Yes. Oh, can the chairman have protein?” 
“Nothing good about that.” 

“Heh” 


Mariya’s joke was suddenly thrown in. Masachika couldn’t 
help but blow up. Then he blurted out “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” 


(Seriously, she makes jokes like this? Maybe it’s nota 
joke...?1 don’t know, but either way, it’s too bad...) 


Masachika sat on his chair and fainted lightly in agony. 
“Hey, you're laughing too much, Kuze” 


“Sorry... but... haha” 


The laughter finally subsided when he laughed to the point 
of tears, to the slight dismay of Toya. 


“Ah... it was crazy... huh? | thought tea was a winter drink in 
Russia?” 


When he asked this question to cover up the 
embarrassment of bursting into laughter in front of his 
seniors, Mariya tilted her head slightly as she poured hot 
water vigorously into a cup of tea leaves. 


“Hmm? | guess it depends on the house. At least we used to 
drink tea in the summer, you know? Well, my mom was a 
tea lover...” 


“Oh, your mother is Japanese, isn’t she? | see...” 


If the mother, who has a great deal of influence on the 
child’s diet, is Japanese, then even if the child was born in 
Russia, the Japanese and the food culture may merge. When 
Masachika was convinced of this, Mariya turned her back on 
him and asked in a casual tone. 


“Are you familiar with Russia?” 
“No, not really... I’ve only seen a few Russian movies.” 
“Hmm, that’s right” 


Actually, it wasn’t about quantity. His paternal grandfather 
loved Russia, so he watched at least 20 films with him. As a 
result, it has greatly helped him improve his listening skills 
in Russian. Thanks to that, even now that he’s a high school 
student, | can still hear someone's dere words perfectly! 
Perfectly! 


“What’s the matter, Kuze? What’s wrong with your eyes?” 


“No, it’s nothing...” 


As he was thinking about what was good and what was bad 
in this world, Mariya placed a small plate of tea and jam in 
front of Masachika. 


“Yes, I’m waiting for you.” 

“Oh, thank you” 

“Chairman, please” 

“Oh, thank you” 

Apparently, Toya had sugar and Mariya had jam. 
(Hmm, what should | do about this...) 


He pondered for a bit in front of the small plate of jam, and 
took a sip of the tea without changing it. 


“Oh! It’s delicious ...” 
“Yes? Thank you.” 


It was completely different from the pack of black tea that 
he usually drank because of its aroma. A vivid scent that 
went from the mouth to the nose. Deep taste. And... It was a 
taste that revived nostalgic memories. 


(Oh, that reminds me...) 


His mother also liked tea. While his cheeks twitched from 
the slightly bitter tea, he glanced sideways at Mariya. 


Then Mariya brought a spoonful of jam to her mouth, 
followed by a cup of tea. 


“What’s wrong?” 
“Oh no... Jam is not meant to be put in tea!.” 


“It depends on who you ask, okay? Grandpa used to put jam 
in his tea! I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not. | think | 
prefer it more like a tea drink.” 


“Hey...” 


Masachika was convinced that it was like yokan (bean jelly) 
and green tea, so he imitated Mariya and took a bite of the 
jam. 


“Sweet...” 


He hurriedly sipped the tea, his mouth curling up at the 
unexpected sweetness. Then, the sweetness of the jam was 
moderately neutralized and the taste became a little 
different again. 


“So that’s it...... 4 


The sweet and sour taste of jam was added to the aroma of 
black tea flowers, making the taste even more complex. 


(Hmm, unlike cookies and cakes, it melts completely in your 
mouth, so | feel like it’s different...) 


(This is delicious, but if the tea is so delicious from the 
beginning, | feel that it is better to just taste it without any 
additions. However, | can’t just leave the jam in front of 
me.) 


(Next time, l'Il just have sugar) 


While making such a silent decision, Masachika alternately 
carried jam and tea to his mouth. 


(But if you think calmly again ...) 


His senior was an amazing beauty and had an outstanding 
style. 


She had a gentle personality, good sociability, and she was 
loved by many men and women. 


You could also see her in student rankings, she seemed to 
be in the top thirty of the grade every time, so she was 
smart. 


He didn’t know if she was athletic, but with her personality, 
even if she wasn’t, he thought she would be attractive. She 
is also good at her job and could make a good cup of tea. 


(Huh? Isn’t she impeccable?) 


There was Alisa, who was famous as a perfect superhuman, 
and he wasn’t aware of it at all because Mariya’s usual 
atmosphere was different, but when he thought about it 
again, she was also a perfect superhuman. 


Once he realized that, Masachika felt somewhat 
uncomfortable. 


The casual appearance of Mariya, who slowly carried her 
teacup to her mouth with a gentle smile, seemed to have a 
strong atmosphere of charming older sister. 


(I see, this is Our Lady. It’s going to make every man a shota 
unconditionally...) 


He thought of something stupid and tried to bring his 
consciousness to the otaku direction, but Mariya noticed his 
gaze and tilted her head while smiling, forcing him to pull 
his consciousness back. 


She just smiled gently with a feeling of “what’s wrong?” but 
his heart was buzzing terribly. 


She had a strange feeling. He was restless to calm down. 


If he was not careful, he couldn’t help but feel as if he’s 
revealing his true self as if he was dealing with a familiar 
family member. 


He couldn’t let his guard down, but when he looked at 
Mariya’s gentle smile, it was almost as if his guard and self- 
control were easily loosened. He almost surrendered himself 
to the calm and comfortable air she put around him... 


“l'm back” 
“lm back” 
“Ah ~ Alya-chan, Yuki-chan, Welcome back~” 


At that moment, Yuki and Alisa, who had gone to a meeting, 
came back, and Mariya’s expression instantly fell into a 
swoon. 


Her atmosphere, such as a gentle older sister full of 
comprehension, that had been drifting until then was 
instantly dissipated... There was her favorite loose fluffy 
older sister. 


(No, what’s with that difference!?) 


Masachika was almost taken aback by her sudden change in 
temperament. 


Without seeming to care about Masachika, Mariya smiled 
fluently and headed towards the shelves where the dishes 
and tea were kept. 


“Do you both want tea?” 
“Oh, lIl take some.” 
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“Well, wait a minute ~?” 


Mariya prepared tea while humming a song in a good mood. 
As she gazed at her back with her subtle eyes, Alisa, sitting 
next to her, leaned over her chair. 


When Masachika turned around, Alisa, who was sitting 
strangely close to him, looked at the latter as if to say “Do 
you have a problem?” 


“What?” 
“No... aren’t you being too close?” 


When he answered Alisa’s question frankly, she glanced at 
the other side of the room. 


“... In Russia, it’s unlucky for a young woman to sit ina 
corner seat.” 


“What? Is that so?” 


“That’s right” 


When she said so, she moved the chair again and sat ata 
distance where Masachika and her elbows were likely to 
touch. And she looked at Yuki with a somewhat restraining 
look. 


(No, it’s too close! And what are those eyes? A fighting 
scene incoming?) 


Alisa stared at Yuki as she looked cautious. Yuki looked back 
at Alisa with her unreadable Archaic Smile. 


Feeling that sparks flashed between them for a moment, 
Masachika tried to leave his seat from the uncomfortable 
feeling... When Alisa sensed the movement, her left arm 
extended to the top of her chair and she grabbed his sleeve. 


Under her desk, she grabbed her sleeve as if trying to not 
let him go. If you listen only to this part, it can be said that it 
is a very moe situation. 


However, Masachika was thinking about different things... 
(No! Let go of me! | can’t stand this atmosphere...) 


He felt like an unfaithful man who had run into the woman 
he was having a two-way relationship with. He was trying to 
get away from the situation as fast as he could. 


(Why! Why did this happen!? Help me, Masha!) 


When Masachika looked behind him, he spoke to Mariya, 
who was making tea. 


“...Well, as Alya says, was there a taboo like that?” 


“Is there? To be precise, it’s said that the marriage period 
would be delayed, not that it’s bad luck.” 


After saying that, Mariya looked back with a happy face, and 
she stared at Alisa with glittering eyes. 


“Even so, | wonder if Arya cares about that ... maybe she 
found someone she wanted to marry !?” 


“That’s not true. It’s just a mood.” 
“Eh~? Really~?” 

“You're too noisy” 

“Oh my God, Alya.” 


Mariya puffed up her cheeks and turned her face back. After 
a quick glance in that direction, Alisa looked down at her 
own hand gripping Masachika’s sleeve and muttered in a 
really small voice. 


[It’s too early for me to get married[] 


A really small voice. But Masachika, who was at this 
distance, could hear it clearly. 


(That’s right. You’re only fifteen, right? I’m a little 
concerned about the way you said that, but from a common 
sense point of view, you’re not ready to get married yet. 
You're going to do it even if you have an older sister?) 


Masachika was horrified by Alisa’s aggressive stance, even 
with her sister behind her who understood Russian. Alisa’s 
firm stance shocked Masachika. 


Then she heard Mariya place the teacup on the tray, and 
Alisa quickly took her hand away. Shortly after, Mariya 
brought tea for Alisa and Yuki. 


“Hey Alya-chan. Please take this first.” 


And she first put a small plate in front of Alisa... A small 
plate filled with so much jam that it looked like a whole jar 
had been used. 


“What?” 
“No, nothing...” 


Masachika swiftly averted his gaze and put the remaining 
jam into the tea with an indifferent face. 


He stirred it with a spoon and drank it in one gulp. 
(...Yeah, it’s different after all.) 


It seemed that there was too much jam, and it left a sweet 
taste in his mouth. Then, Yuki suddenly raised her voice. 


“That... where did Sarashina-senpai go?” 
“Eh? Ah... Speaking of which, when will she come back?” 


When Masachika checked his watch and tilted his head, Toya 
put down his teacup and said, cowering. 


“Chisaki helped the library committee. Well... she'll be back 
when she’s hungry.” 


“What, is she a child?” 


At the moment Masachika couldn’t help but remark, the 
door of the student council room opened with a bang. 


“Something smells good!” 


“You're such a kid.” 


Masachika couldn’t help but poke fun at Chisaki, who 
jumped in with a twinkle in her eye 


Chapter 4 


“All right, that’s enough for today. You can go home a little 
earlier.” 


“Well, is that okay?” 


“Yeah, we second years are going to have a little talk with 
the teacher. It could take a while, so don’t hesitate to go 
home first. Good night!” 


“Then... Thank you for your hard work.” 


In spite of Toya’s words, Masachika and Alisa left the 
Student Council room. Yuki seemed to wait in the student 
organization room until the pick-up car arrived, so they were 
alone on the way home. 


(Well... What should we do...) 


As he and Alisa walked back, Masachika pondered how to 
start a conversation. It wasn’t anything special. However, he 
decided to discuss how to move towards the presidential 
election next year. 


However, it was still a little awkward after what happened in 
the morning. In addition, Alisa had been acting a little 
strange since she and Yuki went to the meeting with the art 
club. It was hard to guess why... 


(I’m sure she said something to you... That Yuki...) 


From the looks of the last holiday, it seemed that Alisa had 
taken a liking to Yuki in a not-Sso-good way. Serious and 
strong-minded, Alisa must have been perceived by Yuki as a 
friend worth teasing. 


He could easily imagine Yuki playing with Alisa with her 
words, hiding her devilish smile behind a ladylike smirk. 


(Hmm... well, | can’t help thinking about it) 


With a difficult expression, Alisa walked next to him silently, 
sighing inwardly, and Masachika had an idea when he saw a 
familiar family restaurant. 


“Ah~ Alya?” 

“What?” 

“If you like, why don’t we stop by?” 
“Huh...?” 


Alisa’s eyes were wide open as he pointed to the family 
restaurant. 


“Oh no, | want to talk a lot about aiming for the presidential 
election together in the future.” 


“Ah” 


However, as soon as she squinted at the words that 
followed, she nodded casually. 


“Well, that’s fine.” 
“Ah, then come by” 


While relieved that she couldn’t refuse for the time being, 
Masachika hurriedly headed toward the family restaurant 
and put his hand on the door handle. 


[It’s not a date 


He was stabbed there from behind. 
(Nuguu! Only cowards attack from the back!) 


While screaming inwardly like a Samurai attacked by a thug, 
he endured his collapsing knees by clinging to the handle, 
and Masachika entered the cafe. When he was guided by 
the waiter and sat facing the table, he only ordered drinks 
for the time being. 


“Um... one Cafe Au Lait” 

“I’m going with Melon Soda and Chocolate Parfait” 
“yan 

“What?” 

“No, nothing really...... 


Masachika couldn’t hide his surprise in a kind of profane 
order of combining sweet chocolate parfait with sweet 
melon soda. Alisa made an excuse with a somewhat 
awkward look, perhaps because she saw him being pulled. 


“Hey... I’m tired. If | don’t eat sweets, my mind won’t 
function, right?” 


“Oh yeah... Oh, that’s all for the order.” 


It’s more of a matter of eating together, not sweets. 
Masachika saw off the waiter without going any further, and 
she was reluctant to answer his doubts while waiting for the 
order to arrive. 


“Um... what happened with Yuki?” 
re A | a Pee 


The reply was not clear, but what was clear however, 
something had happened judging by her distracted look. 


(Yuki!! What did you do!?) 


He was screaming inwardly and twitching his cheeks, and 
Alisa, who glanced at Masachika, turned her gaze again and 
Said screaming. 


“No... | just told her that I’m running for president with you.” 
“Oh so...” 


Masachika was wondering whether he could go any further, 
thinking that he was not the only one. Alisa, who had been 
glancing at him until then, asked her with a determined 
expression. 


“Hey” 
“Hmm?” 

“Are you... dating Yuki-san?” 
“No way” 


Masachika responded to Alisa’s irrelevant question with a 
straight face. Naturally. It’s a normal question from Alisa, 
who doesn’t know that Masachika and Yuki are her real 
brothers and sisters, but it’s a crazy question from 
Masachika who seems to shout “Where’s the gal game !!”. 


“Am | wrong?” 
“Yes you are, it’s completely different.” 


Alisa shook her eyes in a confused manner at the 
affirmation of Masachika’s face. Seeing that expression, 


Masachika continued to sigh. 


“I don’t know what Yuki said... we're like a family. We don’t 
have any romantic feelings for each other.” 


“But Yuki-san...” 


“Huh ... lIl tell you now, don’t take Yuki’s words seriously. 
She’s not the lady she looks like. She’s just making fun of 
you being upset and having fun.” 


Ml ” 


Alisa looked dissatisfied, with a slightly unconvinced face. 
However, when her drink and parfait arrived, Masachika 
rounded up the story and got into the main subject. 


“Well... then, it’s about the presidential election.” 


When he took a sip of cafe au lait, he looked at Alisa’s eyes 
while drinking melon soda in front of him. 


“First of all, it’s impossible to beat Yuki as it is.” 


ayn 
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Alisa’s eyebrows snapped in a clear affirmation. Then she 
put down the melon soda and she looked back at her politics 
with a keen eye. 


“...You’ve said it so clearly.” 


“Because it is a fact. Yuki has already established her 
position as the next chairman.” 


In Alisa’s line of sight, Masachika gave up her shoulders 
without fear. 


“In the first place, it’s strange that there aren’t enough first- 
year members of the Student Organization. In the average 
year, there should be at least three pairs of presidents and 
vice-chairman. In fact, in the first semester of the first year 
of middle school, there were 6 pairs including me and Yuki. 
There were a total of 12 members. “ 


“Twelve people!? So many...” 


“Well, half of them dropped out in the pre-election debate, 
so only three groups actually challenged the election.” 


“Debate?” 


“Oh, that’s the student council. Well, it’s only been a year 
since you transferred to this school... | have to explain that.” 


Student council. 


When some problems occur between the students and the 
discussion between the parties doesn’t result in a clear 
decision. Or it’s like a debate competition in the auditorium 
when the average student has an agenda that they want 
the Student Organization to take up. 


There, each representative expresses his / her opinion and 
is being voted on by the audience. 


The content decided by this Student Council has 
tremendous coercive force and enforcement power because 
all the students on the spot are witnesses. 


“For example, yesterday’s talks between the Soccer club 
and the Baseball club would have been settled by the 
student council if they weren’t settled on their own. We will 
seek a compromise through discussions between the 
parties, but consulting the Student Council is a last resort.” 


“I knew there was something going on in the auditorium 
from time to time, but I guess that’s what it was” 


“The Student Organization is sponsored by the school, 
remember? Well, we don’t have much to do with it because 
the only people who have a direct relationship with it are 
the chairman and vice chairman. We just process the 
paperwork when the application comes in, aren’t we?” 


“Yes... SO how does that relate to the presidential election?” 


“Hmm? Ah... the situation is a little different when 
candidates for the election campaign hold a student 
council.” 


In many cases, a student council of candidates is held due 
to a conflict of opinions regarding student organization 
work. 


This is called a debate due to its nature. 


That’s because many students receive a rating there, as 
long as the candidates fight their opinions and win or lose. 


“It’s almost impossible to overturn that rating once it’s rated 
in a debate, whether it’s humanity, persuasiveness, or 
anything else. In fact, you know it’s a loss even before the 
election campaign. It will be emotionally difficult to continue 
working together, and in most cases the loser will just leave 
the student organization.” 


“That’s how it works...” 


“It seems to be the norm for them to crush each other like 
that and eventually narrow it down to about three or four 
groups. Well, not all students who challenge the presidential 


election will join the student organization... This year is 
obviously an exception. “ 


Before Masachika joined the council, only Yuki and Alisa 
were first graders. Other members were added temporarily, 
but in the end they quit immediately. That means... 


“They've all given up. They’ve given up on the election. 
They say they can’t win the election against Yuki. That’s 
how sure they are that Yuki will be the next president.” 
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“| don’t have to tell you the benefits of being the student 
council president at this school, do I? In fact, the value of 
the title of student body president is so high that a few 
years ago, there were stories of dirty tricks being used 
behind the scenes in the election campaign...” 


Unusually serious, Masachika talked about the election 
Campaign. Alisa was staring at the figure with some 
complicated feelings. 


Alisa usually blamed Masachika for his lack of seriousness, 
but after his duties at the student council, she felt like she’s 
going out of tune or her pulse is going out of whack if he 
keeps up this serious attitude. 


She also didn’t like the fact that he doesn’t seem to care 
about this situation, where they’re alone in a family 
restaurant. 


(What’s with the... clear face?) 


In fact, it was the first time she had ever been alone with a 
member of the opposite sex in a restaurant. 


She was aware that the Russian words she had leaked 
before entering the restaurant had come from her heart this 
time. It was mainly due to the knowledge of shoujo manga 
that Mariya had instilled in her, but in Alisa’s mind, “being 
invited to a diner by a boy after school” = “an invitation for 
a date”. 


She was so worried about whether she should sit in the front 
or next to him, what if other students saw her, or if they 
would see me from the outside if | sat by the window, but 
when she opened my eyes, she realized that she was the 
only one who was worried. 


(What? Are you used to being in a family restaurant with a 
girl? Well? It’s not only Yuki, but it seems like there are other 
girls who are close to you as well?) 


She remembered what Masachika said to her yesterday 
when they shook hands on the way home, and at the same 
time, the anger she felt at that time came back to her. 


She drank melon soda to distract herself, but the haze in 
her chest didn’t go away. She thought she felt a rough touch 
on her tongue, and when she quickly pulled her mouth 
away, there was a straw that had been chewed and 
flattened before she knew it. 


She felt embarrassed that she unknowingly did something 
like a child, while she was convinced that she “thought it 
was reasonable and difficult to drink” in her mind. 


“ ..Well, thanks to that, it seems that now we can have 
clean elections.” 


At the front seat, Masachika was still talking seriously, but 
the content didn’t go to her mind very much. He talked so 


much that she thought she had to concentrate, but couldn’t 
get enough of it. 


“Hmm, that’s right.” 


“Oh, that’s why I should say instead, but the battle between 
candidates by the debate is —” 


Ambiguously giving up, Alisa now carried the parfait into her 
mouth. After the sweetness of chocolate and vanilla ice 
cream spread in her mouth, she felt a squeak on her teeth... 
she noticed that she was biting a spoon this time, and she 
hurried and pulled it out of her mouth. 


“Alya? Are you listening?” 
“AHI” 


Seen with suspicious eyes by Masachika, her cheeks 
reddened. Her humiliation and shame arose when she was 
in attention. 


“I’m listening. | was just distracted by the parfait.” 
“...Oh, it looks delicious...” 


He nodded half-heartedly and looked at her as if to say, “Oh, 
no, too much to take your mind off of it?”. Alisa’s cheeks 
grew redder. 


(What? What? ! It’s because of your attitude that I’m out of 
sorts!) 


Alisa diverted her gaze from the suspicious eyes of 
Masachika, throwing her unreasonable anger in her head 
with a terrible resentment... And then an idea came to her 
mind. 


(Fufufu, yes... if you’re not conscious, then l'Il make you 
conscious!) 


Planning a mysterious rivalry, Alisa smiled fearlessly, as she 
said with a mischievous look. 


“...DO you want a bite?” 
“No, no...” 
“You said it looked delicious. Don’t hesitate.” 


In a casual tone, Alisa scooped out a spoonful of whipped 
cream with chocolate sauce and thrust it in Masachika’s 
direction. Masachika froze at the sight of this. 


“Here you are” 


A protruding spoon. Its height was clearly not the position to 
hand the spoon, and although there was no definitive word, 
her intention was clear. 


(Eh? What is this event? No, it didn’t feel like it’s coming? 
When was the flag set??) 


As Alisa expected, Masachika couldn’t hide his upset... his 
face was more disappointing than Alisa expected. 


“Well, no, can I get a new spoon?” 


“| don’t want to bother the clerk. There will be more 
dishwashing too.” 


“No, but...” 


What kind of shame play is this? As Masachika 
unconsciously leaned back, Alisa thrusted out the spoon 
with more force. 


“See... this is normal in Russia.” 
“Well, really?” 


His knowledge about Russia was mainly obtained from 
movies and books, not from practice. Therefore, the idea 
that Russia may be a country that doesn’t care about 
indirect kisses at all, has passed through his head... 


(Oh, that’s a blatant lie) 


He moved his gaze from the spoon to Alisa and immediately 
made this decision. Because Alisa’s face had a mischievous 

expression on it..., but if you look closely, you could see that 
the tips of her ears and fingertips were slowly turning red. It 
really stood out because of her pure white skin. 


(What’s wrong with you...? If you’re embarrassed, don’t 
overdo it) 


In this case, on the contrary, she became calm, and he was 
more worried than embarrassed. It was clearly conveyed 
from the expression of Masachika, and Alisa suddenly 
became calm. 


(What are you doing...) 


Once she’s calm, she gets terribly shameful about her 
actions. She got hot all over, and she got struck by the 
feeling that everyone in the store was looking at her, and 
she couldn’t stay even if she was there. 


But she managed to hold her look and stick out the spoon, 
as she knew it was more and more unbearable to him as she 
withdrew the spoon here. 


“See... the cream will melt, right?” 


“Ah, yeah...” 


Masachika also had a slight idea that he couldn’t pull back, 
so he gave up trying to persuade Alisa. 


(No way, an indirect kiss event will occur here... but there is 
no problem. At the time of Masha-san, | was already 
prepared and simulated!) 


At that time, it was just dust, but the situation did not 
change so much. This kind of thing is shy and loses. It was a 
normal and stylish decision! 


(Yeah, the paper cup just changed to a spoon... it just 
changed... then it’s not! It’s a spoon? It’s a spoon that went 
into Arya’s mouth and touched her tongue? Isn’t it okay to 
call it an indirect deep kiss!?) 


As a result of calmly analyzing the situation, Masachika 
couldn’t stay calm. Unconsciously, his gaze turned to Alisa’s 
lips, at which point Alisa opened her mouth. 


“See, um” 


Finally, Alisa spoke. Alisa’s beautiful white teeth and red 
tongue come into view of nature and politics. 


(Woo000000000000! ) 


Masachika held his head in his heart and knocked it down. 
However, he opened his mouth when he noticed, like a chick 
whose beak was presented to his parent bird, whether it 
was his instinct as a male or something. 


“Ahhhhh...” 


A spoon that can be inserted into it immediately. 


Masachika reflexively closed his mouth and scooped fresh 
cream with his upper lip. 


He was just thinking about scraping it off with his front teeth 
so as not to touch the spoon as much as possible, but it had 
fallen out of his head altogether. 


(Ugyaooo?) 


Masachika hit his head on the ground in his heart and 
fainted in agony. 


Yuki, who had a guess face, said “Hehe, how are you? 
What’s your impression of Alya-san’s taste?” back. 


This younger sister was noisy even in his imagination. 
“a Sweet” 
“Yes” 


Masachika was so upset that he swallowed his cream and 
gave an overly simple impression. But Alisa didn’t mess with 
it either, and she quietly pulled the spoon back. 


(No, this air is rather sweet! Seriously, what is going on?) 


How did this happen when we were having a serious 
conversation earlier? | mean, seriously, someone must not 
be watching us in this situation. 


After all this time, Masachika looked around ...... out the 
window and blinked at a familiar figure. 


(That is... Taniyama?) 


He tilted his head inwardly, but Alisa’s throat cleared his 
consciousness. 


When Masachika turned to the front, Alisa raised her face 
down and looked straight at Masachika with a dignified 
expression. 


“So, based on that... How do you think you can beat Yuki- 
san?” 


Recognizing the harsh conditions, she still had strong eyes 
trying to look in front of her. Masachika was surprised at the 
brilliance of the dazzling soul that shone in the midst of 
adversity... 


(You can’t just “How do you think you can win?”! It’s 
impossible to be serious in this air!) 


He talked loudly in his mind. However, Masachika also 
wanted to do something about this strange atmosphere, so 
he decided to join in without saying anything. 


“Hmm... of course, we have to take another path.” 
“Another path?” 


“Oh, you won’t stand a chance if you slug it out head-on. So, 
change your attack and appeal to the students in a different 
direction from Yuki.” 


“in particular?” 


When asked by Alisa, Masachika summed up his thoughts 
with a glance, “That’s right...”. 


“It’s the same as the popularity vote of idols... In order to 
win the absolute ace, we have to aim to be supported by 
everyone.” 


“.,.What do you mean? Nothing is supported... In the first 
place, you want to support, so you vote?” 


“No? That’s not always the case. The presidential election 
results are based on popularity, but compared to idols, all 
the students are forced to vote... In that case, students who 
are not very interested in the presidential election will 
usually choose “safe” ones. In other words, the former 
middle school student president with peace of mind, trust 
and achievements. In fact, | also voted in the previous 
presidential election. I’ve chosen a former chairman.... | was 
surprised that another person was elected.” 


“Well... if you ask me, President Kenzaki wasn’t on the 
student council in middle school.” 


“Oh, if the former middle school student council president 
and vice chairman run in the same pair in the high school, 
the probability of winning is about 70%. Because he won 
there, Kenzaki is amazing... What the chairman did at that 
time was to create a story that would be supported.” 


Honestly praising Toya, Masachika pulled a bundle of papers 
out of his bag. 


It was a copy of last year’s newspapers published by the 
school’s newspaper department. Picking up one of them, 
Masachika pointed to one point. 


“See the little article here?” 


“...What is this? ”Kenzaki Toya, The Road to Student 
Council President Episode 5”?” 


“Well, one of the members of the newspaper club at the 
time found it interesting that Kenzaki, who was an inferior 
student, was challenging the election of the president, so he 


covered it. Apparently, the chairman himself agreed to do 
the feature under his own name to keep himself motivated. 


“Hmmm... well, it’s not so sweet when you think people are 
watching you.” 


“Oh. Maybe the newspaper members who interviewed were 
half chilly at first, but... well, the appearance changed 
visibly and the results improved with each passing, so it’s 
kind of like a real success story. It feels like. The readers 
have become more and more on his side, and eventually 
they have even won the prize. “ 


“That’s how to create a story that would be supported...? In 
other words, show the students around you how you are 
struggling and making efforts?” 


“It’s easy to understand. That’s what it is.” 


While laughing with satisfaction, Masachika carried Cafe au 
lait to his mouth, but...his thoughts came back. 


(So what about that spoon?) 
That is, it was the spoon that was used earlier. 


It was placed on a paper napkin in Alisa’s hand, but more 
than half of the chocolate parfait was still left, and if she 
didn’t eat it soon, the ice cream would melt and it would 
crumble. 


Is Alisa unaware, or is she pretending to be unaware? 


Meanwhile, Alisa was enthusiastically reading a copy of the 
Campus newspaper prepared by Masachika... pretending to 
turn her attention elsewhere. 


(What should | do, this spoon) 
...Both of them had the same idea. 


Alisa has been “ahhh” with a rivalry that she doesn’t 
understand, but now that she’s calm, she’s so embarrassed 
that she’s about to die inside. 


Thinking about it, she should have just eaten the parfait 
after the “ah-ing”.. If she casually used a spoon and made 
fun of Masachika, who was screaming, that would have been 
enough. But she put the spoon down once, which made it 
harder and harder for me to touch it. 


(Because... Kuze took such a big bite out of it... Please 
refrain from it a little more!) 


Alisa looked down at the spoon with a tremendous amount 
of momentum, and she suddenly turned her gaze at the 
clear, striped traces of cream. 


(Ku, Traces of Kuze-kun’s lips are ah ah~~~ ???) 


Alisa’s eyes went round while she was panicking inwardly. 
Masachika called out to her, who tended to hesitate. 


“Oh... that’s bad. Can | ask for something?” 
“Huh?” 


As Arisa blinked her eyes, Masachika looked at her 
Surroundings and then smiled half in embarrassment and 
half in bitterness. 


“The food around us smells so nice, I’m getting kind of 
hungry... | shouldn’t have skipped breakfast.” 


“Oh... | don’t mind” 


With the consent of Alisa, Masachika opened the menu. He 
flipped through the pages, stared at it, and pressed the 
clerk’s call button. Then, a female clerk arrived soon. 


“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting~” 
“Ah, can | order?” 
“Here you go” 


“Let's see... sautéed bacon and spinach, authentic 
Schezuan Bean Curd, and two ...... portions of rice and cold 
water. 


“Yes, sir. Sautéed bacon and spinach, authentic Szechuan 
Bean Curd, rice and two cold drinks, right? 


“Oh, by the way... can | add spiciness to this mapo tofu?” 
“You're fine with it?” 
“Well, can you do it?” 


The clerk smiled and turned to Masachika when Alisa 
shrugged her head shyly. 


“There are twice, three times, five times, and ten times 
hotter, what will you choose?” 


“How painful is it ten times?” 
“It really is...” 


Therefore, the clerk glanced around and then said with a 
little voice. 


“Honestly, it’s really painful. I’ve tasted it, but one bite was 
my limit. I’m sure it will make your stomach upset.” 
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“I like “It does upset your stomach... 
“What?” 


Arisa tsked with a straight face, but Masachika passed it off 
as normal. 


“Then ten times” 
“I’m afraid - ten times more. Is that all right?” 
“No, and... please change this spoon.” 


Masachika said that while showing Alisa’s spoon with her 
eyes, the clerk nodded without a bad snooping. 


“I'm afraid. Please wait a moment.” 


He saw the clerk returning to the kitchen, and Alisa 
complained to Masachika, who was leaning on the menu. 


“It was fine, you know?” 


“You mean the spoon? I’m embarrassed, you know. Maybe 
it's normal in Russia, but for a Japanese high school boy it’s 
very stimulating.” 


“Oh so...” 


After she nodded reluctantly, Alisa suddenly smiled 
provocatively. 


“Kuze-Kun is surprisingly naive to be upset by this much. | 
thought he was used to girls.” 


As this was said to be the place of concern, Masachika also 
moved his eyebrows and argued. 


“From my point of view, | can’t believe that | would do this 
kind of thing in a straightforward manner. Is indirect kissing 
rampant in Russia?” 


With her cramped laugh, Alisa slammed her eyebrows and 
shut up. She remains silent for a while, then she whispers 
with a dissatisfied face. 


0I will not do this to anyone other than you. foolf] 
Congratulations to Masachika. Alya-san’s first indirect kiss 
! 

(Arigato... | wonder if l'Il die today?) 


Masachika looked out the window with a distant eye at the 
sudden announcement in the brain. The clerk had bought a 
new spoon. 


“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting-l’ll put this here, okay?” 
“Ah, yes... Thank you.” 


Masachika recommended a parfait to Alisa, who received 
her new spoon, with a distant eye. 


“Look... eat it quickly. It will melt.” 
“That’s right” 


Nodding obediently, Alya smashed her slightly tilted parfait 
into her mouth, stirring it together from the cream above 
her to the cornflakes below. She ate silently and finished in 
a few minutes, then she joined hands and wiped her mouth 
with a paper napkin. 


“Even so... you eat a lot.” 


“Hmm... oh” 


Masachika, who tilted his head for a moment and realized 
that the food he ordered was thought to be a snack, 
corrected Alisa’s misunderstanding. 


“Oh no, I’m thinking of finishing dinner here today.” 


“...| thought of it before, but won’t you contact your home? 
Aren’t your parents preparing rice?” 


“No, They’re not at home right now.” 
“Oh so...” 


As a matter of fact, the meals of the Kuze family, which is a 
single-parent family, were basically prepared by Masachika. 
Even when his father was away from work, he usually 
cooked for himself. 


“I’m alone anyway, and it’s a hassle to cook after | get 
home.” 


Strictly speaking, he had a sister who attacked without 
warning and made a meal of it. He wasn’t going to think 
about it, because he was sure she wouldn’t come 
yesterday... 


“Cooking... Eh, Kuze-kun can cook?” 
Masachika cowered at Arisa’s expression of surprise. 


“As long as it’s simple. | can’t make anything that big 
because I’m always making what they call lazy food or quick 
food, you know?” 


“I’m still surprised. Kuze doesn’t seem to be bothered by 
cooking.” 


“Well, | won’t deny it.” 


Actually, Masachika didn’t like cooking. He was just doing it 
because it was easier. 


At the beginning of junior high school, He used to buy a loaf 
of bread the day before for breakfast, eat lunch in the 
school cafeteria, and eat lunch at a convenience store at 
night, but after a month, he got tired of it, and going 
shopping every day was a hassle. Then one day, on a whim, 
he tried out a shortcut cooking program on TV, and realized 
that the time it took to go shopping and the time it took to 
cook and wash dishes were not much different. 


Besides, on the day his father was away from home, 
Masachika was given 2,000 yen a day for rice. This would be 
his own pocket money, so if he could cook for himself, he 
would save money. He just chose self-catering based on 
those advantages and disadvantages. 


“What about you? Can you cook?” 


Masachika casually asked if this perfect superhuman could 
cook to some extent... 


Alisa silently turned her gaze away. Masachika guessed. 
“Well, cooking people are a minority.” 
“It’s not that | can’t do it... it just takes time.” 


“Oh... maybe you’re the type that cuts vegetables carefully 
so that they are the same size and fineness as when cutting 
vegetables?” 


“Well, that’s right. Also, | always make sure that the 
ingredients are cooked evenly and if the seasonings are 
distributed in the correct amount and concentration ...” 


“That’s the one that hurts.” 
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Alisa sipped her melon soda with an uncomfortable look on 
her face, as if she had been hit on the mark. 


Masachika chuckled and agreed that it was typical of Alisa, 
a perfectionist. When it comes to cooking, precision is 
important, but even more important is the skill of the cook. 
The trick, according to Masachika, is to keep the important 
parts in check and do it roughly to a certain extent, but 
Alisa, a perfectionist, can’t do that “roughly”. 


“I can’t help it, I’m curious. When I see people like Masha 
doing it all randomly, it makes me itchy...” 


“Oh, that’s what | can imagine.” 


The image of Maria throwing ingredients and seasonings 
into the frying pan with her usual fluffy smile came to mind, 
and he laughed, thinking that she would do a great job. He 
thought that she was the opposite of his sister, and that his 
sister was too sketchy to be good. 


“But for some reason the finished food is delicious...” 
“She’s simply good at cooking!” 
Mariya seems to be a good cook. 


(Seriously. That person is really impeccable.) 


Masachika held his forehead as the “Masha-san is actually 
more useful than her sister” theory became clear in his 
mind. Perhaps embarrassed by Masachika’s gesture, Arisa 
flapped her hands and returned to her story. 


“Well, that’s okay. So what kind of story are you thinking 
about?” 


“Oh, oh... that’s right. How far have you gotten?” 


“I’m trying to create a story that will be supported by the 
students, just as Chairman Kenzaki did.” 


“Oh, that’s right...” 


Masachika changed his expression to Alisa, who returned to 
her mind, and switched her thinking. 


“Well, as you said, you have to show your efforts first. 
Specifically... at the closing ceremony of the first semester.’ 
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“The closing ceremony of the first semester? Maybe the 
student organization officer's greeting?” 


Masachika nodded to Alisa who seemed to have an idea. 


“That’s right. It’s nominally a place to show off the student 
council, saying, ‘This is the member we'll be working with 
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this term’. 


“After that, there are basically no new board members, 
right? 


“Oh. There are a lot of new members coming and going 
during the first semester every year, but after this greeting, 
even if they come out, they will not get much attention. 


And... This greeting is a chance for us first years to 
announce that we will run for the presidential election.” 


“If you ask me, it was like that last year...” 


Masachika told Alisa with a serious expression, recalling his 
third year in middle school and nodded. 


“This is our first soeech in front of the whole school. | don’t 
need to tell you how important it is, do |?” 


“Yes...” 


Alisa also thought with a serious expression. She seemed to 
be looking down and thinking about something for a while, 
but she suddenly looked anxious, and she glanced at 
Masachika. 


“.,.What kind of greeting should | give?” 


But Masachika simply said to Arisa, who was relying on her 
partner in a small voice. 


“You can talk all you want. It’s better to speak honestly and 
in your own words, so that the people listening can 
understand.” 


“What? No specific advice?” 


After relying on him with all her might, she was given an 
appropriate return, and Alisa shook her eyebrows with 
dissatisfaction. On the other hand, Masachika gave up his 
shoulders. 


“You don’t have to do anything bad, you’re a person | want 
to support just as you are. l'Il help you with the parts you 
need help with, and you can talk the way you want to.” 


He casually said that... 
“Oh, yes...” 


Arisa was embarrassed as usual. Her expression changed 
from disgruntled to embarrassed, and her gaze wandered 
furtively and restlessly. Then, while fiddling with the tips of 
her hair with her fingers, she opened her mouth to say 
something, thought for a moment, and then muttered in 
Russian. 


[]...Which part?[] 


Masachika looked distantly at Arisa, who fidgeted and 
glanced at him, begging in Russian, “Praise me, praise me. 


(That’s the area, damn it. It’s so cute!) 


Just as Masachika inwardly blurted out his disappointment, 
the food he had ordered arrived. 


“Is your order over?” 
“Yas” 
“Yes. Take your time~” 


He looked away from the clerk and glanced at Arisa, who 
took his intentions into consideration and urged him to go 
ahead. 


“Now if you'll excuse me, | have some... for you.” 


After clasping his hands together in a reserved manner, 
Masachika began with a white plate of sauteed bacon and 
spinach. After quickly devouring it as an appetizer, he pulled 
out the main course, Mapo Tofu boiling in a thin iron pot. 


The white tofu was crumbled just right, and he dipped it in 
the reddish-black bean paste, which looked like magma. 


“Wow... That’s pretty spicy for a family restaurant.” 


Masachika nodded satisfactorily at the spiciness that 
pierced his gums. Alisa looked at him with her eyebrows. 


“ads it delicious?” 
“Hmm? Okay. Would you like to try it?” 
After saying that, Masachika thought, “Oh, I’m done.” 


He felt uncomfortable that he was the only one eating, and 
the fact that she had just “ah-ed” him made him say 
something out of the blue, but when he thought about it, 
this was not the kind of spicy food that Arisa could eat. 


However, in front of Masachika, who was unsure whether to 
retract the proposal once it was made... Arisa was also 
unsure. 


To be honest, she didn’t want to eat such a visibly 
dangerous food. However, if she said she doesn’t want it 
here, it might reveal that she doesn’t actually like spicy 
food. 


(There’s also water. | still have some melon soda. Don’t 
worry, I’m sure you can handle a sip.) 


Checking the amount of drink left in her hand, Alisa made 
up her mind. 


“Then, just a bite” 


“Oh... yeah... okay” 


While guessing Alisa’s thoughts with extreme accuracy, 
Masachika pretended not to notice and reached for a small 
plate. 


He stuck a spoon in the bean curd and unearthed it to at 
least make more tofu. The red bomb. 


“That’s amazing. It contains a whole chili pepper.” 
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He put the bright red murder weapon he had excavated on 
a spoon and glanced over at Alisa... Alisa had something of 
a puppy dog look in her eyes. He wasn’t sure what to make 
of it. He wasn’t sure if it’s a good idea. In the eyes of 
Masachika, an angel and a demon appeared. 


For some reason, an angel in the shape of a small Maria 
spoke gently to remind him. 


“No, don’t do that to Alya-chan. Meeyo” 


On the other hand, for some reason, a devil in the shape of 
a small Yuki spoke with a vulgar voice. 


“Hey, do it, Onii-chan. Do you understand? Arya’s teary eyes 
are honestly thrilling, right?” 


The persuasion of an angel and the temptation of a devil. 
Exposed to two conflicting emotions, Masachika bit his 
teeth. 


(Ku, I... 1...!?) 


With his hands trembling, Masachika struggled with whether 
to raise or lower the weapon in his hands... If you cut out 
just this part, it looked as if he was struggling with whether 


or not to shoot the gun in his hand on the battlefield, but in 
reality, it is just hot pepper. In fact, it’s just chili pepper. 


“I don’t think you should do anything to make a girl suffer. 
Kuze...” 


“Get out of the way!” 
“Yikes!” 


In her mind, little Yuki’s body exploded, and little Mariya 
blew her away with a “Ah~re~”. It was settled in seconds. 
There was too much difference in the fighting strength of 
the angel and the demon. 


(Forgive me, Alya) 


While apologizing in his heart, Masachika sold his soul to the 
devil inside him. 


“Alya... the main part is still there.” 
“Thank you” 
He was doing something devilish. 


Masachika handed Alisa a small plate while thinking about it 
like someone else with a good smile. Alisa took the 
chopsticks out of the chopsticks box on the edge of her 
desk, and she took her tofu to her mouth... and put a plate 
on it and meditated. 


“How is it?” 
“It’s pretty good” 


Alisa spoke without changing her expression. However, 
Masachika was aware. The hands clasped on the table were 


quivering. She was desperately holding down her left hand, 
which was about to jump into a drink, with his right hand. 
He was aware that... 


(Sorry, Arya) 


Masachika smiled with a clear smile while inwardly spitting 
out lines like a character who betrayed his friend due to 
unavoidable circumstances. 


“Alya... the main part is left.” 
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For a moment, Arisa gave him a look that no girl should ever 
give, but Masachika pretended not to notice. 


Prompted by his smile, Alisa threw the remaining chili 
peppers on the small plate into her mouth. Then she 
covered her mouth with her right hand and turned over 
deeply. 


“Alya?” 

(Stupid! 

Masachika’s call came back in feeble Russian. 
Stupid, stupid! 


Without showing her expression, she repeated with tears. 
Was it against Masachika, or was it against herself for being 
so stubborn? 


“Isn't it better to drink water for the time being?” 


QStupid...[0 


He regretted his bad behavior and cared for her, but Alisa 
just called him an idiot. In the end, there was no discussion 
after that, and Masachika quickly finished his meal and left 
the diner, waiting for Arisa to recover. 


“,.Looks like we have been talking a lot. 
“That’s right.” 


When Arisa said this to him outside in the dark, Masachika 
thought, “You’ve just been dead for a long time,” and looked 
away with a sense of guilt. However, he does not regret it 
since he was really touched by the tearful voice of the 
always strong Alisa. If you want to call him an asshole, call 
him that. 


“By the way... what will Yuki do?” 
“Huh?” 


When he looked up at the unexpected name that suddenly 
appeared, Arisa glanced at Masachika with a slightly 
awkward expression. 


“See... Kuze-kun has decided to run for me, so Yuki-San also 
needs a new par... Vice-chairman candidate, right?” 
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Masachika nodded, trying to figure out what he had 
rephrased, but he passed over it. After staring at Masachika, 
Arisa continued with a somewhat dissatisfied look. 


“As | said earlier, the student organization members will be 
fixed at the closing ceremony of the first semester, right? | 
wonder if she has to find a candidate for vice president 
now.” 


“Well, in her case, her own popularity is so great that it 
doesn’t really matter who her partner is. ...” 


“In any case, I’m hardly ever seen in the public eye, and 
even my partner was elected.” Masachika added, shrugging 
his shoulders. However, he scratched his head awkwardly 
when someone next to him looked at him as if to say 
something. 


“Well, she has a lot of connections, so maybe someone will 
look after her properly?” 


After saying that, Masachika thought about who Yuki’s 
partner would be. 


“If you think about it normally, you’re a former student 
organization member... Hmm...” 


Then, the back of the girl he saw earlier naturally came to 
his mind. 


“That’s right... It’s quite annoying to bring Taniyama...” 
“Taniyama? Who?” 


“Sayaka Taniyama. When I was in middle school, | was the 
one who fought for the position of student president with 
Yuki until the end... that? Don’t you know?” 


“| don’t know” 


As Alisa shook her head, Masachika turned his eyebrows and 
tilted his head. 


Masachika thought that she was also among the few female 
students who had previously joined the student organization 
and quit immediately. 


(Did she give up on becoming President...?) 


Thinking of the girl he used to work with on student 
council... and beat him in the election for president, 
Masachika felt a bitterness come back to his heart. 


“Kuze-kun?” 


“Oh no... well, you'll know soon? We'll figure it out when we 
know who it is.” 


“Yes...” 


Alisa nodded with a slightly suspicious expression. 
Masachika also switched his mind and recalled who Yuki 
would choose as a partner, a former member of the Middle 
School Student Council. 


However, the correct answer to his question was given 
much earlier than Masachika had expected. It was after 
school the next day. And the student Yuki brought with her 
was nota...... former student council member. 


“Ayano” 
“Yes, Yuki-sama.” 


In response to Yuki’s call standing in front of the student 
organization room door, the female student who was waiting 
diagonally behind her stepped forward without sound. 


Then, with both hands aligned in front of her, she bowed 
cleanly, and then she looked at the five student organization 
members sitting in their seats one after another and 
introduced himself in a voice without intonation. 


“Nice to meet you, my name is Ayano Kimishima of Group C 
for the First Year. | am working with you as a General 
Secretary of the Student Council. Thank you” 


After saying this without moving her expression, she bowed 
neatly once again. 


The student council members greeted her with varying 
degrees of bewilderment at the robot-like behavior. 


“Kuze-kun?” 
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In the midst of all this, Masachika had a grim expression on 
his face at the appearance of something completely 
unexpected... a serious-looking Yuki. He didn’t have time to 
respond to Alisa’s voice and stared at Ayano with raised 
eyebrows. 


At that moment, Ayano’s head snapped up and she looked 
Masachika squarely in the eye. 


And there, for the first time, a hint of emotion appeared in 
her eyes and she quietly opened her mouth. 


“| look forward to working with you as well... Masachika- 
san.” 


Kimishima Ayano. She was Masachika’s personal maid, and 
now she’s assisting Yuki in the election 


Chapter 5 
by OlegSea 
Edited by SamTheMule 


“Oh, it’s Lunch Break. Masachika, Hikaru, what do you guys 
want to do? | bought lunch today.” 


“Hey, that’s rare.” 
“I’m sick of eating at the school cafeteria all the time.” 
“I have a bento today.” 


“Oh, is that so? Then I should purchase something from the 
store.” 


“Ah~ I'll just buy drinks too” 


After leaving the classroom, Masachika parted with Hikaru 
and started walking towards the vending machine on the 
first floor of the school building. 


However, when he was about to reach the stairs, someone 
suddenly called out from behind him. 


“Masachika-sama” 


Although he was surprised at the voice heard from right 
behind, Masachika immediately recognised the owner of the 
voice and turned back in a guise of calm. 


“Ayano... Do you need me for something?” 


Behind him was Ayano Kimishima, who joined the Student 
Council yesterday. She was Yuki’s servant and, in a sense, a 
true childhood friend to Masachika. 


“I’m sorry for the interruption. Could you give me some of 
your time?” 


Ayano politely bowed and apologized for her disrespect, 
then stared at Masachika with her unreadable eyes through 
her long bangs. 


“l see, is it better to get some privacy?” 
“Yes, thank you. Right this way.” 


She seemed to have already set a place, and when she 
suddenly appeared in front of Masachika, she started to lead 
the way. 


(As usual, she’s like a ninja) 


While staring at her sharp back, Masachika murmured 
inwardly. That’s because... Ayano didn’t have a surprising 
presence, even though she looked like a pretty girl in the 
standards of the general public. It wasn’t until she got close 
enough for him to clearly hear her not-so-loud voice that he 
was able to notice her approach at all. 


...No, it’s not that she didn’t have a presence. However, she 
did all her movements with almost no noise and at the 
moment when the eyes of the people around her were 
distracted, so one could not notice her movements unless 
they looked carefully. If one didn’t pay attention, they 
wouldn’t be able to notice her movements. If you look for 
her once, she will be gone, and if you look for her again, she 
will be nearby... 


(Well, | can’t say anything because she’s not malicious 
either...) 


Ayano wasn’t behaving like that in an attempt to surprise 
someone. She was in a pristine state, she was silent and 
expressionless. In the first place, she rarely talked to 
anyone, so there was nothing to be surprised about. It was a 
rare experience even for her old acquaintance, Masachika, 
to be approached by Ayano. 


“Please.” 


When he stopped in front of a vacant classroom, Ayano 
opened the door silently (amazingly, she could do that with 
a sliding door) and invited Masachika inside. 


When he entered the classroom as he was invited, Ayano 
closed the door again without a sound and turned on the 
lights. Then, when she came to the front of Masachika, she 
bowed again. 


“ld like to thank you for your precious time, Masachika- 
sama.” 


“Oh, that’s okay. What’s the main subject?” 
“Excuse me. Then...” 


Raising her face, Ayano stared straight at Masachika. She 
was expressionless as uSual, but her eyes were a little 
steep. 


“| heard from Yuki-sama that Masachika-sama will run for 
the Election Campaign with Kujou-sama. Is that correct?” 


“AAI” 


When Masachika nodded, Ayano turned her eyes down for a 
moment... When she looked up again, there was a cold light 
in her eyes. 


“This time, the Head of the Family feels very displeased.” 
“What?!” 


Masachika gulped at the information given to him by Ayano. 
The one whom Ayano referred to was the current head of 
the Suou family, who was the Maternal Grandfather of 
Masachika and Yuki. 


“What does it mean for Masachika-sama, who had 
abandoned the Suou family, to get in the way of Yuki-sama? 
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This was not a surprise to Masachika. It was only natural 
that his grandfather, who valued the honor of the Suou 
family more than anything else, would not be pleased with 
Masachika’s decision. 


His grandfather would not tolerate Masachika, who had 
abandoned the Suou family, interfering with Yuki’s Noble 
path as the heir to the Suou family. 


It was obvious. He should have expected this to happen ... 
Why didn’t he think that far ahead? 


(Old Fucker...) 


Masachika vomited an internal curse to his grandfather in 
his mind. 


In the first place, it was the intention of his grandfather that 
Masachika and Yuki kept the childhood friendship setting 


externally. From the perspective of Masachika, it could only 
be said that he was “Stupid”, but according to his 
grandfather, the fact that Masachika, who was the original 
heir, abandoned his house seemed to be an ugly matter for 
the Suou family. Therefore, as a condition for leaving the 
house, Masachika was made to promise not to say that he 
was a relative of the Suou family. 


There was no reason for Masachika to keep this promise, but 
if his grandfather was in a bad mood, his dissatisfaction 
would be directed at his younger sister who remained in the 
Suou family. 


Knowing that, Masachika had kept his promise with his 
grandfather for his beloved sister. He quietly followed the 
wishes of his grandfather. 


“So? You're saying you were sent to ask me what | really 
want?” 


“No, this is my own will.” 
“Huh?” 


Masachika, who thought it was his grandfather’s command, 
raised his eyebrows at Ayano’s words. Ayano continued 
seriously with her cold eyes as Masachika made a Surprising 
expression. 


“It is also the duty of an attendant to protect the Lord. As 
Yuki-sama’s follower, | have to gauge the true intentions of 
anyone who opposes my Lord.”” That’s loyal. Are you a 
Samurai?” 


Masachika’s voice held no hint of contempt or ridicule, even 
though she spoke in a mocking manner. Masachika also 
straightened his back because he knew that the resolve 


contained in her words was true, even though the words 
were exaggerated. 


(Why?...) 


Then, he reflected again on his own actions. Together with 
Alisa, he was going to run as a candidate against Yuki. If you 
think about it normally, this was an impossible decision for 
Masachika Kuze. What was he hoping to gain by displeasing 
his grandfather and antagonizing his beloved sister? 


The honor of being vice president? He was not interested in 
that. Masachika just couldn’t... leave Alisa alone. In the end, 
that was it. 


“I believed in...” 
Ayano gave a condemning look to the pondering Masachika. 


“Masachika-sama would never make Yuki-sama sad. It was... 
a mistake wasn’t it?” 
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Ayano’s bitter voice made Masachika sad. He felt sad for the 
girl in front of him, who was taking on a negative role for the 
sake of her beloved Lord. 


Masachika knew very well that this seemingly emotionless 
girl was actually a person with as much love and kindness in 
her heart as Yuki. In truth, she was not capable of blaming 
or accusing anyone. The more she attacked someone, the 
more she would be hurt. She was a terribly kind child. 


Such a kind girl, but she was holding back her pain and 
revealed her hostility. That fact made him sad beyond his 


control. And he couldn’t help but feel bad that | was the 
cause of it. 


(I should have thought about it sooner...) 


While biting his lip in regret, Masachika changed his 
expression and faced Ayano with all his might. He stared 
straight into her eyes and conveyed isr will with his true 
heart. 


“| didn’t decide to run in the election to antagonize Yuki, | 
decided to run with Alya and... ended up antagonizing 
Yuki.”” That’s...” 


Ayano’s eyes wavered at Masachika’s straightforward words. 
However, she immediately sharpened her gaze again and 
continued her inquiry. 


“Regardless of the order, the fact remains that Masachika- 
sama was hostile to Yuki-sama. For Masachika-sama, is it 
that important for you to run for office with Kujou-sama? Is it 
something you have to do even after betraying and hurting 
Yuki-sama?” 


“Ah...” 


She dared to use strong words and nodded without 
hesitation... Masachika continued to speak earnestly to 
Ayano, who had embarrassment and sadness in her eyes. 


“I don’t know why. But l'Il do it. I’m going to do everything in 
my power to make Alya Student Council President. That’s 
what | promised her.” 


“Masachika-sama, do you have any special feelings for 
Kujou-sama?”” No.” 


He was able to assure himself of that. The reason why he 
was helping Alisa was not because of romantic feelings. If 
you asked Masachika what it was, he didn’t really know 
himself. It’s not that he didn’t know what his motives were, 
he just had a determination. 


“I’ve decided to do it on my own. Yuki has nothing to do with 
it. | don’t give a damn about the Suou family.” 
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“So tell Grandfather to not blame Yuki for this incident. If 
there are any complaints, tell him to come and talk to me 
directly.””...1’m sorry.” 


At Masachika’s words, Ayano’s eyes widened slightly, she 
shook herself, and bowed deeply. And then, with her head 
bowed, she asked a question. 


“Lastly, please tell us one thing. How does Masachika-sama 
feel towards Yuki-sama... Is there any change? What do you 
think of Yuki-sama?” 


“Yuki is the most important person in the world to me. My 
feelings are the same.” 


Without hesitation, Masachika lowered his eyebrows and 
asked Ayano. 


“So, please. | know it’s not the right thing for me to say right 
now, but... please support her.” 


“l'm sorry. I’m glad to hear your thoughts, Masachika- 
sama.” 


Ayano turned and headed for the door behind her, her 
expression hidden by her long bangs. 


“ld like to thank you for your precious time. Now if you'll 
excuse me.” 


Then she bowed in front of the door and walked out of the 
classroom. Normally, she would have waited for Masachika 
to leave. 


“I’m sorry to disappoint you...” 


The door that was left open seemed to be expressing 
Ayano’s feelings, and Masachika said to himself with a bitter 
expression. 


(Well, if you just look at the situation, | look like the worst 
kind of scumbag who says, “You're fine without me now, 
aren’t you?” and then cheats on you... It’s just a fact that 
I’m a scumbag.) 


Self-deprecating inwardly, Masachika slammed his bangs. 
“I understand... 


The hostility directed at him from the girl he had known 
since childhood had grieved his heart more than he had 
expected. 


The fact that his actions had hurt two of the girls closest to 
him made his heart ache. 


Yet, strangely enough, he had no regrets. There was no 
wavering in his will to walk with Alisa. There was no... but 
his heart still hurt. 


“Ugh.” 


With a sigh, Masachika forgot his goal of buying a drink and 
trudged back to the classroom. 


“Oh, you're back. And what about the... drinks? 
“Eh? Ah...” 


It was pointed out by Takeshi, and he finally remembered 
the purpose of leaving the classroom, but Masachika didn’t 
feel like going to buy a drink again. Or rather, his appetite 
was completely gone. 


“Well, it’s okay because there was water.” 
“Really?” 


When he shook the water bottle he had brought from home, 
Takeshi seemed to sense something and did not pursue the 
matter any further.Hikaru then came back with a side dish 
of bread and turned his desk in order to connect it to 
Masachika’s desk. 


“.,.Alya’s not here, so why don’t you just use her seat?” 


When | said this to Takeshi, who had taken the trouble to 
bring his own chair from afar, he looked at the empty seat in 
the last row by the window and smiled. 


“I have to admit I'd like to sit in Princess Alya’s seat, but | 
feel like I’m going to get killed, so | won’t.”” You’re 
overreacting.””No, not by Princess Alya, the... class, 
Ookay?””| guess?” 


It’s true that even if he doesn’t get killed, the jealous stares 
might drain his energy. Especially in this school, each desk 
had a name plate on the right corner, so you could easily 
tell whose desk it is. 


By using the same desks throughout the year, students 
would naturally take good care of the school’s equipment. 


However, this also made it difficult for students to use other 
students’ desks casually. 


(Well, it’s hard to relax when a girl’s name is always 
flickering in the corner of your eye.) 


Masachika opened his lunch box, agreeing with Takeshi’s 
point of view. 


“...WHAT IS THAT?” 
“The leftovers from yesterday.” ”| knew it when I saw it.” 


Masachika’s two-layered lunch box had a hamburger steak 
tossed into the top layer, and the bottom layer was filled 
with white rice. The top was brown and the bottom was 
white. The broccoli served with the hamburger steak was 
the least he could do to add some color. 


” Well, it looks good, doesn’t it? 
“It looks like a guy’s cooking, though.” 
“No, it’s actually a guy’s cooking.” 


Masachika shrugged his shoulders at his two best friends 
who laughed. They knew that Masachika came from a single 
parent, so they didn’t mind him and brought their hands 
together. 


“Itadakimasu!.””Itadakimasu!” 
“Itadakimasu!” 


They started eating, but Masachika, who was still recovering 
from the incident earlier, was not in the mood. 


When he saw Masachika, he must have felt something, 
because Takeshi suddenly took out a manga magazine from 
the plastic bag that contained his lunch box. 


“Hey, hey, look at this. The Gravure in this week’s issue has 
all the ‘Buru(ming’ together. 


Takeshi excitedly pointed out a twelve-member idol group 
that was rapidly gaining popularity. Even Hikaru, who didn’t 
usually bite on such topics, was unusually on board, perhaps 
sensed something in regards to Masachika’s manner. 


“I’ve seen them on TV quite a bit lately. | thought they were 
more on the neat and innocent side, but | didn’t know they 
were going to do a swimsuit gravure.” It looks like this is the 
first time all the members are coming together. Oh, really? 
This girl must have been a pretty skinny type.” 


Takeshi looked at the picture of the girl in the bikini and 
stretched his nose sloppily. 


“Hey, who do you like, Masachika?” 


“To be honest, | don’t know anything about idols. | know the 
name of the group, but | don’t know any of the 
members.””Don’t talk like an old man... So, who is your 
favorite celebrity? | don’t care if it’s an actress or an idol.””| 
don’t have any particular interest in celebrities. | like some 
comedians.” 


"Really? So, what about voice actors? Do you like any 
female voice actors?” 


“I’m not really interested in voice actors.”” What the hell, 
what about Hikaru then?” 


“Do you think I'd fall for a glitzy celebrity girl?” 


Hikaru smiled darkly at Takeshi’s question. 


It wasn’t “glistening” but “glittering” that described Hikaru’s 
impression of celebrities. Takeshi’s expression screamed 
dissatisfied with the reactions of the two. 


Takeshi raised his voice in frustration at the two’s 
completely lackluster response. 


“What the hell is wrong with you guys! You’re all men! You 
must have a favorite celebrity or two!” 


“It’s not like you can go out with someone just because you 
like them.” 


“No, just because you like someone doesn’t mean you can 
go out with them.” 


“That’s true, but you can have a pseudo-romance with a 
two-dimensional character through the protagonist.” 


“What about sub-heroines who don’t end up with the 
protagonist?” 


“Takeshi, there is a convenient thing in the world called a 
magazine.” 


“Hey, kid, you’re sixteen.” 
“No one said anything about it being R18?” 


Masachika replied to Takeshi’s tsukkomi with an 
unconcerned face. Kouru, who had a dark smile on his face, 
agreed with him. 


“Yes... a two-dimensional character would never betray you, 
wouldn’t she...?” 


““Hey, what’s up with Hikaru? Yamiru-San? Did Yamiru-San 
come out? 


“I’m sorry, but there are a lot of two-dimensional cuckolds 
out there these days.” 


“Oh, no!” 

“Girls are evil.” 

“You're starting to sound like an evil avenger.” 
“Whose fault is it?” 


As Takeshi looked at him, Masachika regretted that he had 
been too flirty, and he consciously raised the tension in his 
voice. 


“But it’s a man’s dream to have a secret relationship with a 
popular idol.” 


“Oh, yeah, that’s right!” 


“I like the idea of being everyone’s idol, but actually being 
mine.” 


“I know! | like that feeling of superiority.” 


The two of them got excited about their impossible 
fantasies. Perhaps pleased about Masachika’s interest, 
Takeshi unfolded the manga magazine again and presented 
it to Masachika. 


“So, who do you like? Just purely on looks?” 


“Hmmm... | guess...” 


“I’m not sure if it was a male’s tendency or an instinct of a 
boob-fetish guy, but when it”s a swimsuit gravure, my eyes 
go to certain areas of a girl’s body.” 


Takeshi also smiled with a grin, perhaps because he had 
noticed it. 


“Do you prefer older girls with boobs? As for me, | think the 
younger group of the same age can be a good choice, but | 
don’t think they should be in swimsuits.” 


“Of course. What man can resist that charm?” 


“I guess. Well, a girl’s boobs are filled with a man’s dreams 
and romance!” 


“They’re just fat.” 
“Please shut up, Yamirou-san!” 


While smiling slightly at the exchange between the two, 
Masachika turned the manga magazine towards Takeshi. 


“Well, if you ask me who | like the best out of all of them, it’s 
this girl...” 


While pointing at one of the girls, he raised his gaze and 
noticed that Takeshi and Hikaru were looking behind him 
with an “Aha” expression on their faces. Immediately after 
that, he felt a cool chill hit his back. 


Masachika, who instantly sensed the situation from the 
feeling kept his head forward and did his best to flatter her. 


“But, after all! There is usually a girl of transcendent beauty 
in the seat next to me, so honestly it’s a haze~ !!” 


“Confiscated!” 


“Why!?” 


Masachika screamed as a hand reached out from behind 
him and took away the magazine. When he looked at the 
magazine, he saw Alisa looking down at him with cold eyes. 


Her eyes turned to the magazine she picked up, anda 
contemptuous mutter was released. 


[JHentaif] 


“I don’t speak Russian, but | Know I’ve been treated with a 
great deal of contempt.” 


“That’s strange, Takeshi. Me too.” 
“Hahaha...” 


Takeshi and Masachika had twitching smiles on their faces, 
and Hikaru chuckled as if he was someone else. 


But when Alisa glared at them, the sheer power of her glare 
caused Takeshi and Hikaru to quickly avert their gazes and 
shrink in fear. 


“Kuze-kun... Do you think that you, who became a member 
of the student organization, can bring something like this to 
the school?” 


“No, well, technically, it was Takeshi who brought it in...” 
“Then be warned.” 
“Yas,” 


Alisa’s chilled voice made Masachika shrink, just like Takeshi 
and Hikaru. 


She looked down contemptuously at the three pathetically 
cowering bastards and placed the magazine on the desk 
with a huge sigh. 


“Um, can I have it back?” 
“Don’t get me wrong. | just don’t want to keep it.” 


“No, it’s true that the cover and gravure pages are a bit of a 
problem, but other than that, it’s an extremely proper 
magazine.” 


“How dare someone who thrives on the unhealthy parts of 
things...” 


“Mmm.. | see.” 


Masachika groaned in agreement with the perfectly 
reasonable reply. She said, “Baka” with a disgusted look on 
her face, and sat down in her seat. 


“(Here, quickly put it away before Alya changes her mind.)” 
“(Oh... When did you become a Student Council Member?”) 
“(Oh... yesterday.)” 

“(I never heard of it. What’s going on?)” 

“(Well, a lot of... stuff.)” 


The three guys whispered somehow and started moving ina 
wishy-washy manner. Glancing in that direction, Alisa poked 
her cheek in disgust and turned her head towards the 
window. 


It reminded her of the comment from Masachika earlier. 
Even though she knew she was just being flattered to cover 


up the fact that he was bringing in a magazine, she could 
feel her whole body heat up. 


Stupid idiot![] 


Alisa whispered to disguise the heat. Contrary to the words, 
he felt that Alisa’s atmosphere had eased, and Masachika 
stroked her chest. But 


“Hmm? Hikaru, what’s wrong?” 


When he looked up at Takeshi’s words, he saw Hikaru 
staring at the cover of the magazine Takeshi was trying to 
put away. 


Masachika and Takeshi both tilted their heads at the 
misogynistic figure of Hikaru. Then, he pointed to one of the 
girls on the cover and said, 


“Wait...the idol Masachika chose a while ago. What’s her 
name? If you look closely, she looks like Kujou-senpai.” 


At that moment, Masachika felt a gaze piercing his left 
cheek. He felt that the atmosphere of his neighbor, which 
had temporarily softened, instantly became hard, sharp and 
cold like an icicle. 


(Uooooo00!! What are you talking about, Kouru!) 


When he glanced at her, he saw that Alisa had turned away 
and was Staring at him through the window. While breaking 

out into a cold sweat at the sight of her, Masachika inwardly 
exclaimed. 


With a twitching smile on his face, he said, “No, no, | don’t 
think so. However, Takeshi, who was reviewing the cover 


again when Mitsuru pointed it out, nodded and gave a 
follow-up attack. 


“Sure, it’s similar if you ask.” 
(Oh!! Read the mood, Takeshi!!) 


Masachika complained inwardly, but the blizzard was not 
blowing as it had been earlier, and the two of them began to 
get excited without showing any sign of noticing, probably 
because the icicles were piercing Masachika in one spot. 


“That’s right. The hairstyle, the atmosphere, the brown hair 
and brown eyes are also very similar.” 


“And she’s older. What’s the matter, Masachika, are you into 
the type of girl like Kujou-senpai?” 


The more the two of them got excited, the more the dusdos 
and icicles pierced Masachika’s cheeks. Of course, 
figuratively. 


(Oh no... if | make a mistake here, I’m going to be in some 
kind of trouble.) 


As his survival instincts rang fiercely in alarm, Masachika 
sluggishly countered. 


“No, it’s not that | like her type... Masha has a boyfriend to 
begin with. 


“In other words, if she didn’t have one, would you aim for 
her?” 


“I mean, Masha-san? When did you start calling her by her 
nickname...? 


(Why are the combinations perfect only at such times, you 
guys!!) 


The reason for that was, Masachika didn’t usually show 
much interest in real women. 


Masachika, who treated Alisa and Yuki, two of the most 
beautiful girls in the school, as mere friends, was secretly 
worried by her friends that “this guy is really only interested 
in two-dimensional things”. 


These two were relieved and at the same time slightly 
excited by the topic of three-dimensional female 
relationships, not to mention Masachika’s love... 


For Masachika, it was both unnecessary and annoying. 


“No, it just kinda happened. I’ve never seen Masha with 
those kinds of eyes...” 


Masachika had said that on the spur of the moment, but 
unfortunately there were too many things that came to 
mind for him to say “no” here. 


To the extent that the honest part of Masachika would stop 
without thinking, “No, no, don’t lie.” 


“...No, well, yeah. | never thought | wanted to go out with 
her.” 


Takeshi and Hikaru became lukewarm eyes as Masachika 
escaped in an easy-to-understand manner. 


Incidentally, contempt was mixed in Alisa’s line of sight. 
Well, if there was a man who had a sexual look at her sister, 
that would be the case. 


[|Beast{[] 


The curse in Russian pierced the heart of Masachika. As long 
as he couldn’t react, he couldn’t argue, so it was really bad. 


“Then, that’s it. Do you want to go out with Suou-san? It’s 
often said, but after all, isn’t your childhood friend a target 
for love?” 


As soon as Takeshi gave Yuki’s name with lukewarm eyes, it 
turned out that the atmosphere of Alisa changed clearly. 


While feeling a piercing gaze on her cheek in a different 
sense from her previous one, Masachika answered while 
remembering Ayano instead of Yuki. 


“It doesn’t happen ... | don’t think it’s a great idea to see 
her as such an object in the first place. Oh, | mean, it’s 
absolutely impossible for Yuki to go out with me, right?” 


“| heard that before, but why?” 


Because they are brother and sister. Because they are 
unmistakably real brothers and sisters who share parents. 


That’s all, but he couldn’t reveal the circumstances behind 
it. Takeshi shook his head as if he didn’t know what he was 
doing, as he had no choice but to laugh vaguely. 


“I don’t know ...that beautiful girl. Moreover, she is polite 
and has a good personality, and she is a neat and clean lady 
who is rare nowadays.” 


“Ah, yeah...” 


Reflexively, he was about to say “Are you sure about that?”, 
but swallowed the words. 


Actually, if one simply looked at Yuki in the young lady mode 
while in school, without knowing Yuki who was a big nerd, it 
couldn’t be helped to get such an impression. 


From the perspective of Masachika, who knew the true Yuki, 
it was an assessment that must be made with a straight 
face. 


However, even though he was a friend, Masachika couldn’t 
reveal the true nature of Yuki without permission, so he 
could only deceive him appropriately. 


“That young lady,” he said...“As a mob, | don’t know.” 
“Ah... well...” 


“But if you put it that way, aren’t the girls at this school 
pretty strict? It’s not uncommon to find out that the girl 
you're talking to is actually the daughter of the president.” 


“Well, yes, but... anyway, if | were to go out with someone, 
I'd choose someone of a more reasonable status. If | were to 
go out with someone, that is.” 


“It’s a romance between students, right? Do we really need 
to think that far?” 


“By “reasonable” do you mean a... middle-class family? 


“Well, yeah... a middle-class family, like, easygoing? It’s like 
you can be friends with them...” 


Masachika answered without thinking deeply while naturally 
remembering “that child” in his head. 


[That is, like me?{] 


(You're wrong?) 


Masachika inwardly reacted to the Russian language that 
suddenly interrupted his reminiscing scene. 


When he looked next to him with a straight face, he saw the 
side of Alisa’s cheekbones, which were unusually strong. 


If he looked closely, Masachika could see that she was 
trembling slightly. Listening carefully, Masachika heard her 
quietly humming a song and still saying something in 
Russian. She quickly leaned closer and Masachika’s eyes 
quickly turned pale. 


(I told you! | told you! No, no, no. | can see your smiling face 
through the window, can’t I? Don’t you think you’re a bit of 
an exhibitionist? Is that it? I've heard that Russians say what 
they think more clearly than Japanese, is that it? I’m sure 
you'll be able to figure out what’s going on... stupid....) 


Alisa’s mouth twitched as she poked the fingers of her right 
hand into her cheek. Either she didn’t notice Masachika’s 
gaze, or she did, but her expression didn’t return to normal 
and she couldn’t look back...Either way, she looked very 
disappointed. 


“Masachika? What did you do?” 
“Oh no...that’s right, and...” 


When Masachika resumed his recollections at the sound of 
Takeshi’s voice, what came to mind was that girl’s smile. 
The details of her face were vague, but the smile was so 
cute that it naturally made him smile too, and he couldn’t 
help but relax his cheeks. 


“I want a girl with a pretty smile.” 


The moment he said that, the smile of that girl in his brain 
was replaced by the smile of Alisa that he saw the other day. 


(No, no, no, no. Why? ) 


He hastily dismissed it and looked sideways at the person in 
question... 


al ” 


There was the side of Alisa’s face, which had gone rigid. She 
was so frozen that you could almost hear her sound. And 
that’s not even mentioning the expression reflected in the 
window. 


“Wow, she’s got a pretty smile~” 


“Well, it’s true that a smile is important. Regardless of 
gender. People who don’t smile with their eyes, or who only 
smile slightly, seem to be difficult to get to know.” 


“Um... well” 


Masachika also understood Hikaru’s opinion, but it was hard 
to agree with his words when he saw Alisa’s back quivering. 


(Don’t do it. Alya’s been hit by a stray bullet.) 


Hikaru may not be offensive, but...objectively, “people who 
don’t laugh at their eyes” and “people who laugh only a 
little” were just ordinary Alisa. 


No, from the perspective of Masachika, Alisa laughed fairly 
normally, and although her eyes did not draw an arc, her 
eyes were laughing firmly, but it seemed that Alisa herself 
was not aware of it... 


“But, well, when those people who don’t usually laugh smile 
and laugh, they look really attractive. It feels like there is a 
gap between you and her.” 


To follow Masachika, Takeshi and Hikaru nodded, saying, 
“Ah, well, sure.” Alisa’s back, which was curled up without 
her heart, stretched a little. 


“But she only gets to know her for a moment, and she soon 
wants to get closer again.” 


“That’s right. After all, the usual attitude is important.” 


However, the words of Hikaru and Takeshi that followed 
soon made him sick. 


(Oh, no! Don’t return my follow-up with a blow! It’s working 
Slowly. It’s working slowly on Alya’s body!) 


Masachika irresistibly turned to the two of them and 
whispered while showing Alisa in the line of sight. 


“(Hey, you guys be a little careful, though Alya will be hurt)” 
“(Eh? Kujou-san?)” 
“(No... Princess Alya doesn’t care about that, right?)” 


She did care about it. And a lot. If anything, she was about 
to cry. Because the face he saw in the window had its lips 
drawn together in a different way than before. It wasn’t a 
smile, it was an expression of enduring something else. 


[It’s okay... | have friends, it’s okay.[] 


And she started to say some healthy things. 


To tell the truth, Masachika was also touched by this 
situation, and he was not without a feeling of “Oh, so this is 
what gap moe is all about”, but more than that, his heart 
ached with pity and apology. 


“(Anyway, follow me, follow me. You don’t want the air to be 
freezing all afternoon, do you?” 


“(Uh, that’s not good...)” 
“(That’s right...)” 


With the consent of the two, Masachika settled down in his 
seat and then opened his mouth, and Takeshi controlled it 
with his eyes. 


“Masakin, leave this to me” 
“Takeshi ...can you do it?” 
“Leave it to me” 

“.,.DO you get it?” 


They communicated through eye contact and exchanged 
small nods. Then Takeshi smiled confidently and said ina 
loud voice. 


“Well, if you’re a beautiful girl like Princess Alya, none of 
that would matter!!” 


“I’m not good at it!!” 


Masachika and Mitsuru’s tsukkomi were hampered by the 
Surprisingly direct and excessive way he said it. However, 
Takeshi said, “...What?”. Earlier, a chilling voice echoed. 


“Hmm, so that’s how you saw me...” 


“Oh, Alya...” 


Looking back at the person who made a squeaky voice, 
where was the expression that was about to cry just before? 


Alisa, who had a chilling look on her face, was looking at him 
with her eyes that didn’t feel the heat at all. Takeshi, who 
seemed to have finally noticed what she did when she was 
shrugged in her eyes, stiffened his body. 


“I’m sorry that I’m an unsociable, unattractive woman 
whose only asset is her face.” 


“Oh, no, not that far...” 


“I wonder if the magazine | just mentioned will be 
confiscated.” 


“Eh !? No, that is...” 
“Get it out.” 
mu YES a" 


Takeshi succumbed to Alisa’s pressure and meekly offered 
her the manga magazine. After snatching it from him, Alisa 
sat down roughly on a chair. As the air in the classroom 
froze, Masachika and Hikaru stared at Takeshi. 


“Shit.” 
“That’s why Takeshi can’t do her.” 
“Shut up!” 


The pathetic scream of a man who deserved too much 
echoed in the cold air of the classroom. 


OO 


The time goes back a bit... After finishing her discussion 
with Masachika, Ayano was walking down the hallway 
toward an empty classroom one floor up. 


She dodged between students walking down the hallway to 
avoid making footsteps and getting into the sight of others 
as much as possible. 


It was like a leaf flowing down the river, avoiding the rocks. 
When she reached her destination without anyone noticing, 
she knocked three times on the classroom door. 


“Please” 
“Excuse me” 


When Ayano opened the door, Yuki was waiting in a dim 
classroom with no lights on. 


“Have you finished talking with my brother?” 

“Yes.” 

“Yes...and what of it?” 

In response to Yuki’s question, Ayano recalled her 
interaction with Masachika ... In her eyes, she harbored a 


gentle light. 


“Yes...Masachika-sama was after all my beloved Masachika- 
sama.” 


“Oh, that’s nice to hear.” 


Yuki was relieved to see that Ayano, who was unusually 
distrustful and dissatisfied with Masachika, had clear eyes 


after her discussion. 


Ayano usually didn’t move her face at all, but her 
expressionlessness is an acquired trait, not a lack of 
emotional ups and downs. Rather, Yuki was relieved that 
Ayano’s misunderstanding of Masachika had been cleared 
up, Knowing that she had a very strong affection for her 
siblings. 


“It’s dark. Now, light-——” 


Ayano tried to turn on the light with a switch next to her 
door, but Yuki stopped her. 


“Oh, don’t turn it on.” 
“Huh?” 
“Yeah. | don’t want to stand out badly, and above all...” 


After a beat, Yuki looked diagonally down and scratched her 
bangs up, and her eyes widened with a frown. 


“The darker one is... cooler.” 


“... l'm sorry. | don’t understand much about “beauty” in 
that area.” 


“Good, if you learn from now on” 
“I’m afraid” 


Ayano responded to Yuki’s mere comment about the kitchen 
with great seriousness. After nodding hawkishly to it, Yuki 
again urged her to continue. 


“So... what did your brother say?” 


“Yes. Masachika-sama...will still be running with Kujou- 
sama.” 


“Well, then?” 


“And...tell the head of the family, ‘This case has nothing to 
do with Yuki. If he has any complaints, come directly to 
me,’” 


“Hey, that’s it...” 


Yuki knew exactly that Masachika was concerned about her 
when she said that. Her eyes widened in surprise for a 
moment, and then Yuki grinned at her. 


“You're right... My brother is serious. 


Ayano nodded seriously to Yuki who laughed happily with a 
whistling expression. 


Yes. My womb shuddered involuntarily at his wonderful 
Spirit. 


“Oh, oh, did you tremble?” 
“Yas” 


Yuki twitched her smile as Ayano nodded calmly as if there 
was nothing to be ashamed of. 


“Well... I'll ask you just in case Ayano likes her brother... It’s 
not the case, right?” 


“In terms of romantic feelings, you’re right. | love Masachika 
as much as Yuki, but | don’t have romantic feelings.” 


“Oh is that so...” 


“| don’t think about such irreverent things like wanting to be 
a lover... If you can use me as a tool, that’s enough.” 


“You're just a masochist, right?” 
Ayano’s crazy remarks made Yuki instinctively scream. 


Masachika’s evaluation of Ayano was correct. In fact, Ayano 
was a girl with a deep affection and a gentle heart. Not 
wrong at all. 


But... the excessive respect for the two masters and her 
sexual orientation combine to make the “desire to be 
understood” completely overwhelmed. 


When she was ordered by Masachika and Yuki, she was just 
a little happy. 


She thought it was pure loyalty, so she was rather proud of 
herself. 


In fact, even now, Ayano didn’t seem to know why she was 
seen with such eyes, and she mysteriously cocked her head. 


“I’m sorry. I’m shallow and I’m not sure what a... doem is.” 
“Eh? Oh, a super-class maid. The acronym is doem.” 


“Thank you. | am honored. | will continue to do my best to 
become a good masochist.” 


“I told you that you’re awesome” 
Ayano blinked slowly and then said to Yuki. 
“That’s right... | forgot to tell you one last thing.” 


“Hmm? What?” 


“Masachika-sama Said that Yuki is still the most important 
person in the world.” 


“King...” 


At Ayano’s words, Yuki suddenly turned serious and rushed 
to the window on the schoolyard side. She pulled the 
window open and took a deep breath - and stopped. 


“Yuki-sama? How may | help you?” 


Ml ” 


Without answering Ayano’s question, Yuki held the window 
sill and kept silent for a while, and she exhaled her breath. 


“Oh no... almost screamed my love for my brother in the 
middle of the school building.” 


As she wiped her mouth and closed her window, Yuki shook 
her head as if to do it. 


“Huh... totally my cute brother” 


With a grinning smile, Yuki leaned against the wall 
vigorously to blow away the tickles of her whole body. 


She mumbled as she looked up at her ceiling with her arms 
folded and the back of her head pressed against the wall. 


“But... | see, you are unfazed by Ayano’s pursuit.” (TN: 
spoken like she’s talking directly to Masachika)(TN: 
addressed to Masachika, who isn’t present.) 


“Yes. He was worried about Yuki-sama, but he didn’t seem to 
have any doubts about his candidacy.” 


“I see, you're serious...Hmmm, you're really going to fight 
me, aren’t you?” (TN: same as above) 


Her beloved brother had chosen to be hostile to her, but her 
voice was joyful. 


“Like, it’s getting more interesting, isn’t it? Honestly, Alya- 
san alone couldn’t do anything.” 


Yuki said that in an arrogant way, but Ayano also agreed. 


“That’s right...l’ve only done a little research, but it seems 
that most of the first years years are still expecting Yuki- 
sama to win. Regarding Kujou-sama...to be honest, it iseems 
like an unknown transfer student is doing something 
reckless. ” 


“Ah, I’m merciless. My supporters are really solid...well, how 
does your brother intend to turn this situation over?” 


Yuki laughed with her eyes shining brightly and the edge of 
her mouth lifted. Her smile was so intense that it could be 
described as ferocious. 


“Sounds fun.” 


“How so??B Because he he can fight the genius - the child 
prodigy of the Suou family? It can’t be fun.” 


Leaving her back off her wall, Yuki spread her arms out to 
dance. 


“That older brother, who couldn’t win no matter what | did, 
will take on the challenge seriously with a strong partner, 
Alya-san. It’s exciting. That’s what makes it worthwhile. I'll 
crush them!” 


Yuki turned her gaze at Ayano as she squeezed and 
powerfully held her hands and declared. 


“PIL ask you to cooperate, Ayano. To get my brother to take 
it seriously.” 


“I’m afraid so. l'Il do my best to help you.” 


Ayano also responded to her master’s request with a strong 
light in her eyes. 


She laughed with satisfaction, and Yuki turned her back to 
her Ayano, turned to her window and exhaled. 


“By the way, Ayano” 
“What is it, Yuki-sama?” 


Yuki looked back over her shoulder to Ayano, who tilted 
head in confusiontilted her head in question.With a crisp 
look, she asked. 


“Isn't it like a messed up last boss right now?” 


Chapter 6 


“One pair of Jacks” 


“Ohoho, a full house!” (Note*: poker term, it’s a hand with a 
pair and 3 different cards. A hand is 5 cards) 


After school had ended, a welcome party for Masachika and 
Ayano was held in the student council room. They ate a 
quick early dinner in the cafeteria, then moved to the 
student council rooms for snacks and juice before dividing 
into two groups to deepen their relationship. Masachika, 
Toya, and Kayasaki were at the office table, while the 
remaining four moved to the sofas to play cards. However, 
only Alisa and Yuki were actually playing. 


In the beginning, there was an awkward atmosphere, but as 
Yuki talked positively, it gradually normalized. She was able 
to get along and was now playing poker with friends. 


“IL fold. I’m out.” 


“Oh really? | usually force, but | guess l'Il have to bluff my 
way out of this one.” 


“EN?” 
“Oh Alya-chan, I’m sorry.” 


They were playing poker by betting snacks, which were 
distributed to each person. Although, because of the 
difference in experience, Yuki had won thus far. The 
contents of Alisa’s pouch were mostly under Yuki’s control 
by now. 


Maria, seeing the situation, laughed a little, which garnered 

a glare from Alisa. On the other hand, Ayano was the dealer, 
passing cards with the usual expressionless face. Somehow, 
she was surprisingly accustomed to being the dealer. 


“As | though from when we played board games before...it 
seems that Suou is one step ahead of me in tabletop 
games.” 


Masachika nodded at the evaluation of Toya, watching the 
situation alongside Kayasaki. 


“I’m not sure if it’s a good thing that she’s from a family of 
diplomats or not...but that kind of bargaining power is Yuki’s 
specialty.” 


“Hmm...that may be true, but isn’t Alya also simply too easy 
to understand?” 


“Sarashina-senpai...something | never thought would be 
said!” 


Masachika collapsed on the desk at Kayasaki’s blunt 
assessment. 


“Oh...I’m sorry.” 


“No, it’s okay...but it’s true that Alya hasn’t made a poker 
face at all.” 


“You have no mercy, Kuze.” 
“No, because...hey?” 


He put his arm on the back of the chair, turning around to 
view Alisa, who had just been dealt a card by Ayano. Her 
eyebrows jumped up in a jerk, lips pursed in a tight line. 


After she thought for a few seconds, she bullishly made a 
bid, but Yuki immediately raised with a double push and 
folded. Both had forced, but Alisa won by the strength of her 
cards in hand. 


“...Well, if you look like that, it’s easy to tell your cards are 
weak.” 


“The Kujou sisters are surprisingly expressive, eh? | had the 
impression that she was much less emotional than her 
sister...4mm, if this is the case, maybe the older one’s 
expressions might be harder to read.” 


“Oh...Surely.” 


Masachika nodded in agreement when he saw Maria 
watching over the game with a fluffy smile. Kayasaki agreed 
with a bitter smile. 


“I’ve known her for over a year now...to be honest, | still 
can’t read her thoughts. She’s a very nice girl, but 
occasionally does strange things.” 


“...You have a unique sensibility.” 
“What?” (Note*: what?) 


Kayasaki, who spoke mercilessly again, was very close to 
Masachika. Toya laughed happily when he saw such a 
relationship. 


“Don’t react so well, Kuze.” 


“Haha...by the way, why do you call Masha and Alya that 
way?” 


“Amm?” 


“I meant, calling them Kujou-senpai and Kujou’s sister.” 
“Ah...” 


Regarding Masachika’s question, Toya stroked his chin and 
returned with a grinning smile. 


“What about it, isn’t it cool?” 
“What?” 


Masachika unintentionally reacted to the unexpected 
reason. However, Toya felt a little shunned, so he followed 
up in a hurry. 


“Oh no! It’s just, | think it’s better to call them like that, but | 
don’t think that can be said with such a serious face.” 


“Oh yeah. Yeah...you understand?” 


To follow Masachika’s thinking, he cleared his through and 
focused his mind. Kayasaki simply set the tea down with a 
grinning smile. 


“You're simply too embarrassed to call them by name, 
aren't you?” 


“Uh, uh...well, that sounds like something you would say?” 
“Bullseye?” 


Masachika couldn’t help but tease Toya as he swept his gaze 
at the latter’s lover. Then, Toya spoke to Masachika with an 
unnecessarily crisp face. 


“Rather, | wouldn’t’ hide my surprise from you, the one who 
normally calls the Kujou sisters by nickname.” 


“Don’t talk to me like I’m some sort of communicative 
hermit...” (Note*: introvert ig?) 


“Kuze, don’t forget...don’t forget, until a year ago, | couldn’t 
even properly speak to a girl.” 


“That’s right...” 


“You were a bumkin for a short time, right? It took you quite 
a while to be able to call my name now that I think about it.” 


“That’s true. Anyways, | don’t plan on calling other girls by 
name, so there’s no issue.” 


“.,.What’s wrong with you all of a sudden?” 
“Hahaha...I’m shy, I’m shy!” 


Toya laughed with a dry smile while holding his ribs after 
Kayasaki elbowed him. Ayano stood behind them without a 
sound. 


“Sarashina-san, how about a drink?” 
“Woah!?” 


Kayasaki exaggeratedly bounced her shoulders and looked 
back at the voice from behind her, giving Ayano a stiff smile. 


“Oh, haha...that’s a great way to get rid of signs. It’s not 
easy for me to find something out, you know?” 


“What kind of swordSwoman are you!?” 


“Well, Kuze, Kayasaki is an actual swordswoman. On second 
thought, more like a brawler.” 


“What an apocalyptic sound...” 


When Masachika said so, she tilted her neck in confusion 
while Ayano poured a drink into the cup. 


“Wait that’s enough, | can’t drink anymore...” 
“Is that so? What about Kenzaki-sama?” 
“Hmm? Oh, thank you.” 


In response to Ayano’s gaze, Toya drank the contents of the 
glass and presented the empty cup to Ayano, to which she 
refilled. Even though it was carbonated, it hardly foamed. 


“Thank you. By the way, you really are a skillful one. It 
seems you are a servant of Suou. Is it a skill as a servant to 
avoid making noise?” 


“Yes, | picked it up from my grandparents.” 
“How?” 


“Chairman, Ayano’s grandfather is Yuki’s grandfather’s 
secretary, and her grandmother is also a servant of the 
Suou house.” 


Toya and Kayasaki both seemed to be interested in 
Masachika’s explanation. 


“If that’s the case, then are Ayano’s parents also servants?” 
“No, my parents are office workers.” 
“What? How is that?” 


“Well, | am only a servant because | of my choice. It is not 
necessarily the family business.” 


“Then...when did you start working as a servant?” 


When asked by Kayasaki, Ayano maintained composure and 
kept the expression on her face. 


“Hmm...to be honest, | am not exactly sure when. | believe 
it was in second grade of primary school that | decided to 
Start.” 


“At such a young age?” 


“It’s just, | admired my grandparents so much...and they 
were really worthy of serving Yuki-sama.” 


“I see...” 


There was an unnatural interval, but Toya and Kayasaki 
nodded without any particular concern. 


“Hey, Ayano.” 


When Masachika’s eyebrows furrowed lightly as he 
beckoned her over, Ayano quietly moved to his side. She 
then apologized in a whisper for almost misspeaking. 


“(I’m terribly sorry, Masachika-sama)” 
“(No, it’s fine, just be more careful...wait)” 
“(2)” 


(You're not mad at me anymore?) Was what he was going to 
ask. Masachika, however, swallowed his words as he looked 
into Ayano’s eyes. 


The cold gaze from lunchtime were gone, replaced with a 
completely loyal look. 


(Her eyes changed complexion...why? Where the hell did | 
get her likeability?) 


Masachika, puzzled by the fact that Ayano was suddenly 
acting friendly towards him, even though he did not do 
anything to garner such respect. Toya then returned to the 
subject. 


“So, is it considered manners for the servants to stay silent, 
not disturbing the master?” 


“Yes. | was always told by my grandparents that as a 
servant, we should strive to be like air.” 


“.,.What? That doesn’t make much sense, does it?” 
Masachika agreed with Kayasaki’s question. 


In fact, Ayano’s grandparent’s intentions were different. 
While it certainly was not wrong to act natural, what they 
meant was that they should try to create a comfortable 
environment for the master without the master being aware 
of their actions. However, the child Ayano took the words 
too literally. “I see, like the air!” 


Since then, Ayano had become devoted to acting invisible. 
When she first started behaving carefully and politely as to 
not make a noise, her grandparents were smiling while 
watching, “Oh, are you imitating us?” “Oh, good job.” 


Ayano did not even react to the praise, garnering concern 
from her grandparents, who questioned, “is something 
wrong?” By then, it had been too late. 


Her grandparents, who had accidentally instilled this 
behavior into Ayano, apologized to her parents. However, 
Ayano herself seemed to be content, as was Yuki, who was 
suffering from a slight case of loneliness at the time. She 
would constantly go, “this expressionless maid is so cute!” 
so her parents could not say anything much. 


Ayano continued to follow this slightly deviated maid path... 
until now. 


She hoped she could become Yuki’s secretary in the future, 
and was constantly being caution to not overstep her 
boundaries yet. 


“Ah, Ayano-chan, could | get some juice?” 
“My apologies. Here you are, Maria.” 
Maria walked over with an empty cup. 
“Alya told me to shut up.” 


Sticking out her tongue in mockery, Maria sat down next to 
Masachika. Glancing at Alisa, she saw her brow furrowed, 
staring at the cards with a serious expression. With only 
three pieces of snacks left in to “bid”, it seemed she was 
turning even more serious. 


“Hey...will she be okay? They won’t start fighting?” 


Toya expressed his concern over the tense atmosphere, but 
Masachika and Maria shrugged at the same time. 


“It should be fine, Alya looks like she’s having a lot of fun.” 


“It’s not too bad, it’s just that...she seems to be having a lot 
more fun than usual.” 


“That’s right.” 
“Oh, you understand?” 


“Yep. ” 


The duo looked at each other, giving a small smile. Toya and 
Kayasaki, sitting opposite of them, said, “you’re excited...? 
That’s it?” 


They were tilting their heads, flabbergasted. 


Masachika would see that Alisa was having fun at a level he 
had never seen before. From every action and word, it was 
obvious that she was enjoying the game with a friend of the 
same age and gender, something she probably hadn’t 
experienced in years. 


For example, the way she looked at her few remaining 
sweets was not a look of impatience and frustration and the 
looming loss, but rather regret and sadness that the game 
was almost over. “ Masachika only saw expressions of “l 
want to play more!” “I almost don’t have anything to bid, 
the game will be over!” 


(What is this “loneliness” ...) 


Masachika warmed after thinking of the two personalities of 
Alisa. He didn’t think she was such an inaccessible person 
from the get-go, but seeing her enjoy playing cards with 
such passion, he still felt indescribable. 


“Oh no~, was that it?” 


When Masachika whooped around at the sound of Maria’s 
voice, he saw that Ayanos’ pitcher was empty. Ayano 
immediately tried to get it refilled, but paused when she 
realized they were completely out. 


“Excuse me, | shall go downstairs to get some from the 
vending machines.” 


“Then l'Il go too...” 


“It’s okay, Ayano-chan is the heroine of the day.” 
“Eh?” 


Disregarding Ayano, Toya and Kayasaki tilted their heads in 
confusion at the remarks of a heroine, while Masaschika 
managed to guess the meaning. 


“Well, you and | are the protagonists of this welcome party, 
so you're a heroine, right?” 


“That’s it~. Then, Hero, thank you for your escort?” 
“Why?” 


As far as he could tell, Maria’s thoughts were out of his 
imagination. However, he then thought of how difficult it 
would be for one person to carry all the drinks, so he 
decided to accompany Ayano and left his seat. Ayano 
notified Alisa and Yuki, who were still seated, continuing 
their game. 


“I shall get some drinks from the vending machine 
downstairs, what would you guys like?” 


“PIL have some cider, please?” 
“Coke for me...er, actually, l'Il take ginger ale.” 
“Um, l'Il have lemon tea.” 


“I'd like a café au lait, please. The brown one, not the white 
one.” 


“Oshiruko, please.” (Note*: some sort of red bean soup 
drink, google for more info) 


“I'm fine with water.” 


“No, you're not Prince Shotoku, you don’t have to carry that 
at once. l'Il go with you.” 


“Oh, that’s right~” 


While laughing wryly at Maria, Toya searched for something 
to write on to make a list of things to get, but Masachika 
spoke before that. 


“Hmm... cider, ginger ale, lemon tea, a brown café au lait, 
and water.” 


“Huh!?” 


While being sent off by the surprised faces of Alisa, Toya, 
and Kayasaki, Masachika and Maria left the student council 
room. When he entered the corridor, the motion sensor 
reacted, turning on the lights. As they walked side by side to 
the the school courtyard, which was dyed red from the 
sunset, Maria spoke to Masachika in a calm tone. 


“Thanks again, Kuze-kun.” 
“Huh?” 


Instead of the usual fluffy smile, Maria stopped with a calm 
and gentle expression, causing Masachika to leak a word. 


“Could it be...?” 
“Hmm?” 
“Oh, never mind...” 


After saying it partly unconsciously, he hesitated, wondering 
if such a question should be asked. Although, prompted by 
the gentle gaze of Maria, who had stopped and looked back 


at him, Masachika found himself saying the rest of the 
sentence. 


“Maybe, but...Masha, do you deliberately avoid acting 
serious in front of Alya?” 


Maria blinked slowly, as if struck by the emptiness when 
asked such a question. 


And when she snapped back into focus, she showed a 
stunningly mature smile. 


“I don’t want to compete with Alya-chan.” 


She returned words that seemed unanswered as she heard 
them. Her solitude flowed in the corridor of only two people. 


“Alya-chan is a very hard worker. She’s always working so 
hard...! love her.” 


“So you're playing the laid back sister so Alya won’t see you 
as a competitor?” 


The question went straight to her heart, yet Maria giggled 
and laughed. 


“I’m not pretending. You'll get tired if you live with your 
shoulders stretched all the time, right? If you don’t relax 
properly...well, | can’t deny that I’m loose in front of Alya- 
chan. 


“Pfft...loose?” 


“Fufu, because Alya-chan makes me spoil her. | can’t help 
but relax some, you know?” 


“So that’s how it is?” 


Masachika smiled wryly, thinking that it was usually the 
opposite for sisters. 


(I wonder how serious it is) 


He looked up at the ceiling while thinking whether to be firm 
or loose with this senior. Maria’s whisper then arrived. 


“Į just don’t want Alya to be alone.” 


When he looked down again, Maria was there with a 
shockingly serious expression. Masachika was shocked at 
the gaze that looked straight him. Then, Maria suddenly 
relaxed her face again, and said to herself. 


“Not just sisters...siblings in general are difficult. They are 
closer than anyone else, but we can’t help but be aware of 
each other.” 


“Ah” 


This was something that Masachika understood painfully 
well. He had abandoned the Suou house where he was 
born...for himself. He hated his mother, rebelled against his 
father, and decided to run away, before realizing...that he 
was empty. 


He had nothing to do. He did not want to become anything, 
even pushing everything to his sister and becoming free. 


It was useless as it was. He needed a purpose, something 
he couldn’t do at the house, or else his escape would be for 
naught. 


He was in a hurry, yet in the end, it was no good. Not sure of 
what do, he was simply a little kid who ran away from home 


because of temporary emotions and could not pull himself 
together. 


The younger sister often followed in the footsteps of the 
elder brother, growing to be the oldest child of the Suou 
family. She did not make use of the talent she had been 
blessed with, instead simply decaying. She had the talent to 
do anything she wanted, but did not try anything, lacking 
the meaning of existence. 


Masachika couldn’t help but compare himself, the empty 
and good for nothing trash, to his sister, who continued to 
Strive with boundless love for her family. 


Even so, the fact that they were close siblings not 
tormented by the feelings of inferiority was mainly due to 
the efforts of his sister, Yuki. 


Yuki was the same as she used to be and conveyed her love 
in a straightforward manner. She said that Suou Masachika 
and Kuze Masachika were both her favorite older brothers. 


Masachika could also be the older brother who loved his 
sister after such an act. 


If not...Masachika surely would have distanced himself from 
Yuki. She was not shy about telling him this, which allowed 
him to honestly convey his thoughts and feelings. 


(She really is a good sister.) 


The moment he thought that, he suddenly realized that the 
nerdy, outlandish character that Yuki showed was also a 
deliberate attempt to show him something silly as to not 
make him feel inferior. 


(No, that would be impossible...right?) 


He thought that he was overthinking it, yet was worried that 
there was some truth to it. Understanding this, he felt like 
he understood more of what Maria was thinking. 


It wasn’t that she was acting for fun. There was just some 
aspects that were rather kept hidden to keep the status quo. 
Many want to look cool in front of those they liked. It just so 
happened that it was the opposite for Maria. 


“Masha is...a good older sister/” 


“Hmm, that’s right. I’m actually a good older sister who 
looks like this.” 


Maria proudly bent over, drawing her breasts closer and 
made a sloppy face. She quickly smiled mischievously, 
closed one eye and raised a finger to her lips. 


“Now, that’s a secret to Alya, okay?” 


Masachika’s heart beat wildly at Maria’s previously unknown 
seductive gestures, laughing ironically to try and deceive 
himself. 


“I’m not going to say anything...even If | did, | doubt she 
would believe me. She wouldn’t believe her sister is actually 
a serious adult.” 


“Oh, isn’t that a lot of overestimations? Although it’s true 
that I’m a lot more relaxed than Alya-chan. And...” 


From an embarrassed smile, Maria’s eyes pierced 
Masachika. 


“Isn't Kuze also hiding a serious side?” 


al ” 


Masachika immediately tried to fake ignorance...and soon 
realized that it was meaningless, giving up. 


“In my case, it’s not for a big reason like Masha-san’s.” 


It wasn’t for anyone. The reason Masachika took a sloppy 
and playful attitude was to hide himself. 


“After all, I’m petty and scum.” 
“That’s okay, | am too.” 
Not expecting Maria to understand, he spilled his words out. 


Masachika was aware and fully admitted that he was trash 
yet was still afraid of letting others know such a fact. 


He was constantly fooling around so people wouldn’t realize 
his true nature. It was easier for him to be viewed as a lazy, 
carefree idiot than as a piece of shit. He didn’t take anyone 
seriously and didn’t let them figure him out. 


It’s just a way of protecting his own petty pride. It was 
because he lived like that that he was inexplicably dazzled 
by people who live straightforwardly without pretending to 
be themselves. He was really disgusted with himself for not 
being able to live the same way as them. 


“... Well, in short, | just want to have fun, so I’m just sticking 
to the unscrupulous character so that no one can rely on 
me. Don’t worry.” 


And so, today, too, he would be fooling around. Don’t let 
anyone step in, don’t let anyone notice. 


Why did he tell her this in the first place? He had never 
revealed his true feelings even to his family before. 


(Why is it that... my guard is strangely relaxed when I’m 
dealing with Masha?...) 


Is this a kind of receptive power? Regretting the fact that he 
had given his senior, whom he had only known for a short 
time, a glimpse of his true feelings, Masachika gave a wry 
smile and averted his gaze. 


Mariya quietly walked up to Masachika and... gently lifted 
her hand. 


“Good” 
“ERI?” 


“You’re trying, you’re doing your best. It’s okay. You’ll be 
fine... Kuze, you'll be fine.” 


Mariya said gently while stroking Masachika’s head. 
“Oh, I’m not...” 
(I’m not doing my best. What’s okay in the first place?) 


A sudden thought came to him. Yet he couldn’t put them 
into words, so he just looked down. 


He couldn’t help it, his chest was shaking and he couldn’t 
get the words out. The gentle and somewhat nostalgic 
feeling that mysteriously unraveled his heart, he felt as if he 
would burst into tears if he slacked off even a little... 
Masachika had no choice but to grit his teeth and endure. 


“You're a good boy. Yeah, yeah...” 


Mariya gazed at Masachika with the kindest eyes she could 
make. It was as if she was comforting a wounded child, or 
soothing a limp baby. 


Shortly thereafter, Masachika moved his head down 
uncomfortably. Mariya immediately sensed the intention and 
released her hand. 


“alm sorry.” 


“It’s okay. I’m a senior, and Kuze is a junior. | feel like this is 
the first time I’ve done something like a senior in the 
student council. I’m sure you'll be happy to know that you’re 
not the only one who’s had a bad experience. 


“Haha, that’s right.” 


Mariya’s cheeks puffed out in frustration as she smiled her 
usual fluffy smile. Masachika also smiled slightly, grateful 
for her senior’s concern as usual. 


“Well, | also... | don’t show this kind of thing too much.” 
“Oh, really? You should be more lenient with your seniors.” 


“No, | have pride as a man... and it would be bad if your 
boyfriend saw this.” 


“Hmm... Well, that’s right... but it’s okay. He’s not the kind 
of person who gets angry at this.” 


“Huh...” 


Masachika nodded vaguely to Mariya, who was proud of her 
breasts. Is that really acceptable? 


“Shall we go now? If you take it easy, everyone will be 
thirsty.” 


“Is that so...” 


Nodding to Mariya’s words, Masachika once withheld his 
thoughts and headed back to the vending machine on the 
first floor. After purchasing drinks for everyone, they 
returned to the student organization room with a can. 


“Oh, did you come back? Took you so long.” 
“Yes, hey...” 
“I’m sorry ~? | was talking to Kuze-kun ~” 


“Is that so? Well, good. I’m just finishing up my 
preparations...” 


When he opened the door to the student council room, he 
found Toya waiting for him with some kind of fearless smile 
on his face. 


“Preparation?” 


When Masachika tilted her head, Toya’s smile deepened and 
he said with a pompous attitude. 


“Ah. I’m ready for the best intellectual game this student 
council has to offer...” 


“JIS this mahjong?” 


In the student council room. There was a Sparrow board that 
looked quite out of place. The gorgeous women who 
Surrounded it made it appear even more unfit. 


Perhaps Toya was aware of that and smiled wryly while 
organizing his tiles. 


“I say, is it true that playing mahjong at a welcome party is 
tradition? 


“Hmm...| can play, but does everyone else know how?” 


When Masachika looked at the girls around him., they 
responded. 


“I can, | play with my family.” 
“You know how to line them up?” 
“I’m about to do mine.” 

“I’m sorry, | don’t know how...” 
“I can do it all.” 


Surprisingly, there were many that knew how to play. For 
the time being, Toya thought about everyone’s knowledge 
of the game and quickly formed teams. 


“Okay, then we'll play in pairs. l'Il be with Kayasaki, Suou 
can go with Ayano-san, Kuze with Kujo-san, and Kuze-senpai 
can be alone. Is that fine?” 


“I’m sure it’s lots of fun, isn’t it?” 
“Masha, do you know how to play?” 
“IL only know the basic rules.” 


Masachika then turned his gaze to Alisa, laughing loosely at 
Maria as she sat down. 


“Well, then l'Il give you a brief explanation while doing it, so 
can you see it from behind me?” 


“Yas,” 


When Masachika took a seat next to Toya, Ayano sat to his 
right. Apparently, Yuki intended to decide on some 
Strategies. 


“Then, shall we start? There isn’t much time till school 
closes, so there’s only time for one match. Oh, and there’s 
another tradition...” 


At this point, Toya smiled with a grin. 

“The winners can give one command to the remaining three 
groups. Oh, of course, within the bounds of common sense, 
that is.” 

“Huh!?” 


Masachika, who was partnered with a handicap of an 
amateur, widened his eyes in surprise. Surprisingly, 
everyone else was quite enthusiastic. 


“Woah! It would be way more interesting now that this is a 
punishment game!” 


“Well, | don’t think anyone will command anything 
unreasonable, so it should be fine~” 


“I don’t mind.” 
“As Yuki-sama wishes.” 


He could imagine how his partner, who also had a strong 
competitive spirit, would react to this. 


“I’m fine with that too.” 


“But you’re a beginner...” 


The response was as expected, but when he looked back at 
Alisa, she had a determined expression. 


(How can you have such confidence...) 


Although inwardly, he was grinning, Masachika pretended to 
reluctantly nod. 


“Well...then that’s fine for me. Also, it is not one command 
each, rather each group has one, right?” 


“Yes. If we did one per person, it would be unfair in case 
Kujo-Ssenpai won.” 


“Just making sure.” 


Maria and Toya treated him like he wasn’t an issue from the 
beginning. Masachika smiled, as though he didn’t mind at 
all. 


“Oh, that’s right, Chairman. What about the rules?” 


Masachika asked while shuffling the tiles, to which Toya 
answered. 


“Hmm...that’s right. How about the standard rules? 3 dice, 
we'll start with the standard tiles. The win condition is 3 
suits and 1 pair, like usual. There’s no betting, besides the 
punishment anyways.” (Note*: pretty sure this is what it’s 
trying to say, since this is the standard mahjong rules. Not 
like anyone will read it.) 


“Hah...| understand” 
“Okay then. Kayasaki, do you want to go first?” 
“Huh?” 


Kayasaki blinked in surprise, not expecting to be asked to 
play, as she had intended to only spectate. Masachika was 
also surprised. 


“Huh? Chairman, you don’t want to do it?” 
“FI let her try this round.” 

“Oh, Okay.” 

With that, the game finally started... 
(Wait. What’s with all the people?) 


Masachika noticed that all the members around him were 
exceptional. The room was filled with overwhelmingly 
gorgeous and smart people, in comparison to himself. 


(Looking at it rationally like this...) 
“Kuze-kun?” 


“Hmm, let me see. We just rolled the dice to decide that 
Masha is on the East seat. She can get extra tiles for being 
first.” (Note*: more mahjong wiz, | tried my best. Apparently 
sitting on the east side means you start the tiles, sort of like 
a dealer) 


Thinking of the rules of the game set up, he hurriedly began 
to explain. 


Ignoring the cold glare from behind him and the all-seeing 
grin from his right, Masachika continued his explanation. 


“Basically, a pair is two of the same tiles. In addition to that, 
there are four sets of three consecutive tiles or three 
identical tiles. Those are called suits. For a total of fourteen 
tiles, 3 suits and a pair are needed to win.” 


“Ah, | get it now.” 


“Is it Ayano’s turn now? It’s a Tsumo when you draw a 
winning tile yourself, and Ron when you get a tile that 
someone else has played.” (Note*: more mahjong terms, 
Should be correct afaik) 


As expected, Alisa quickly understood. 
“When does the game end?” 


“There’s the rule that the game ends when someone 
reaches zero points, but we can also play without that rule, 
you can finish even if you’re negative.” (Note*: mahjong 
heavily depends on the community you play with, some 
areas will end the game when someone reaches zero. Other 
areas will allow you to go negative. | searched it up, and 
apparently tournament mahjong also allows going negative, 
so | Suppose that’s where this comes from.) 


“is that a good thing?” 


“Well, if we were playing bets in this game, real debt is 
possible.” 


“Mahjong with bets...have you ever played like that before?” 
“Yeah, | have.” 
“Kuze-kun, may I?” 


In the end, Masachika was replaced by Alisa in the seating. 
In the four turns, Ayano and Kayasaki went twice. Their 
point ranking was currently Ayano, Kayasaki, Masachika, 
and in last place, Maria. 


(Ayano is solid, calm, and good. Sarashina-senpai is playing 
like a typical player...Maria-san, does she even know the 
rules?) 


While advancing the game, giving advice to Alisa when 
needed, the group picked up the pace as they slowly 
familiarized the game. Because of the silent competition 
between Kayasaki and Ayano, they were replaced by Toya 
and Yuki. 


Immediately after changing players, Yuki raised her hand, to 
which Toya made 3 plays. Looking at it from behind Alisa, 
Masachika slowly saw what Toya was doing. 


(Oh, | see...that’s what he’s doing. There’s also Suits...) 


What Masachika noticed was that Toya was loading and 
replacing tiles. He put useful tiles in the pile in front of him 
in advance and replaced them with tiles as appropriate. 


“Oops, it’s Tsumo again.” 
“Wow Toya, amazing!” 
“Haha, this is the dignity of the chairman.” 


Toya comfortably accepted Kayasaki’s praise. However, 
looking closely, the expression was slightly shaded. There 
was an atmosphere that somewhat backfired. 


(Oh, | don’t know much about Sarashina-senpai, so I’m 
interested in it even if I’m not playing.) 


When Masachika was convinced, he realized that Toya was 
also impressed with Ikasama. 


(Did you notice... Kuze. It’s a stone’s throw. It’s a little 
Surprising that Suo was noticed... | don’t think it’s bad, this 
is also a tradition of the Student Organization) 


Yes, this is this. It was the tradition of this Seirei Gakuen 
High School Student Organization. 


At the welcome party when the first graders joined, the 
chairman and vice-chairman played with the first graders in 
Mahjong. By doing so, it was not a tradition but a bad habit, 
to put it plainly, and the seniors who were experienced 
would teach themselves that “If you can’t do this much, you 
won't be able to win the presidential election!” 


(Huh... | was told last year that “this is also studying”, and | 
was forced to go around the school ten times at the end of 
the student organization for a month...) 


Toya smiled darkly, remembering the past when they were 
given a noise complaint. Well, thanks to that, he lost weight 
and gained guts, and he was still running voluntarily, but 
that’s it. 


While saying “study”, two people were dating for the run, 
and when he finished the month, they said, “I did my best” 
and cried a little, but that’s it... It’s really good seniors, let’s 
do it! 


(Look, chairman, vice-chairman ... When | take over the post 
of chairman, | will show the greatness of the student council 
president to my juniors with this technique that | inherited 
from them!) 


It was Toya who was aiming for five consecutive rises with 
some strange tension — 


“Oh, Ro, Ron!” 


Alisa made a declaration that she wasn’t used to the tiles 
that Yuki had cut. 


“Oh... well, is it 2,600 points now?” 


When Yuki calculated the score, she smiled, though she was 
a little disappointed, whether Alisa had a lower score than 
expected. 


“Huh, could this pay off a little debt?” 
“Well, this was done.” 


When Yuki put out her point stick while laughing with her 
eyebrows in the shape of a letter, Alisa looked back at 
Masachika with a fluffy and proud smile. 


“Oh...congratulations on your first rise” 
“Thank you” 


In praise of Masachika, Alisa was in a good mood and swiftly 
brushed her hair. 


(Alya... Isn’t it Yuki’s turn now?) 


Masachika, who knew everything, looked at Alisa’s profile 
with a subtle smile. 


No, it’s not just Masachika. Everyone except Alisa and Maria 
had the same perception. 


Yuki read that Alisa was cheap, and after reading her 
winning tiles completely, she deliberately transferred them 
to Alisa to stop Toya’s advance. Only the amateur Kujo 
sisters were unaware. 


“Congratulations, Alya-chan” 


“Thank you. Do your best, Masha?” 


However, no one could say anything in front of Alisa, who 
had plenty of room for her sister who had never been up. 


Toya and Kayasaki with a smile, Yuki with a wry smile, and 
Ayano applauding with no expression. The Seirei Gakuen 
Student Organization Room was a gentle world. 


“Hmm, then do you want to resume?” 

Toya began to stir the tiles, and the game started again. 
Yuki’s fine play stopped Toya’s play, but at this stage, Maria 
was already completely shattered. Toya was still in first, with 


an overwhelming difference between Yuki in second place 
and Alisa in third place. 


(Hmm... Is it about this? If you do too much, others will be 
Suspicious, and you should just let it flow so that you do not 
transfer it.) 


At this point, Toya was convinced that he would win, but... 
the prospect was unsatisfactory. 


“Alya, can | take over for a second?” 
“Eh? But...” 


“No, | haven’t gotten up once yet. You’re a beginner and 
you're up, but I’m not. Please.” 


“Yes? It can’t be helped.” 
“Thank you” 


Yuki was able to get revenge and replaced Alisa, who was in 
a good mood, and Masachika took a seat again. Then, he 


exchanged his eyes with Yuki next to him. 

Yes... taking down Toya. That was the goal of the siblings. 
Toya realized that two minutes later. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Chairman.” 

“Huh?” 

“Ron. My row is twice as full, 24,000.” 


Only in the second round, Toya was given a tile that was 
nothing, and he transferred it to Yuki. At this point, he 
thought that it was a coincidence, but he noticed it at the 
next turn of Masachika. 


“Oh, this is Tsumo.” 

“ENZ” 

Two minutes later, he didn’t even turn to Tsumo this time. 
“Yikes, it’s full of rolls.” 

“Wow, Masachika is amazing!” 

“Oh, have you gone up yet?” 

“Yes!? Huh!?” 

“Congratulations, Masachika-san” 

“Um...?” 


While the women showed their reactions, Toya exchanged 
eyes with Masachika in front of him. 


“Ku... you'll do it, Kuze” 
“Fufufu... It was a mistake to challenge me, Chairman.” 


Masachika returned with a fearless smile to Toya with a 
cramped smile. 


Yes, it is crazy. “Wow, Masachika-kun is amazing!” Or 
something like that, but Yuki was also in charge of that. 


(Of course, you've already learned how to operate tiles, 
calls, and dice!!) 


Masachika shouted in his brain that he was likely to be 
struck by otaku all over Japan. However, this brother and 
sister had mastered mahjong at a high level. As a matter of 
course, he was able to get the eyes he aimed at even with 
the dice. By the way, Ikasama’s master was his paternal 
grandfather. 


“If two people work together to load, we can afford to do 
this kind of thing. It was a pity, Chairman.” 


“Ku...” 


Toya cringed with regret after closing the gap in just a few 
minutes. On the other hand, Masachika smiled. 


“Please rest assured, Chairman. The last round will be done 
properly.” 


“What...? No way ” 


Toshiya was also surprised at the eye contact of Masachika. 
With the rise of the two of them now, the scores were 
almost equal, except for the debt-covered Maria. The person 
who went up to this last could finally win. 


“You don’t want each other to know about mahjong, right? 
Would you like to play a serious game here?” 


“... Huh, that’s fine. Let’s show the greatness of the 
chairman with my ability!” 


With a manly smile on each other, the two decided to play a 
serious game without any tricks. 


“Iza—” 

“Always —” 

“Game!” 

And the final battle of fate has begun — 
“Oh? | wonder if this has gone up.” 
“Huh?” 


The two men looked back with a dumb face to the sullen 
voice that came up from an unexpected direction. 


Then, look at Maria’s hand that was released and 
immediately look at her face. 


“Chairman...” 

“Yes...” 

“It’s all about this, of course ...” 
“AN” 

“Masha, that...” 


“Kayasaki-chan? What happened to everyone?” 


Kayasaki has a terrifying expression on her face, and even 
Ayano opened her eyes, while Yuki opened her mouth with a 
cramped smile. 


“Suuankou single horse, Daisangen, one color...” (Note*: 
these are Mahjong tiles, not sure what to call them in 
English, so blame google) 


“Oh, there are four roles ~. Well, maybe about 8,000 
points?” 


“It’s a quadruple roll, 128,000 points !!” 


When Masachika shouted with a slight smirk, Toya, who 
seemed to have finally recovered, muttered with a bitter 
smile. 


“What was the battle so far...” 
“Really !?” 


In the end, due to the miracle rising that returned Maria 
from nothing, the final result was Maria in 1st place, 
Ayano/Yuki pair in 2nd place, and Toya/Kayasaki pair in 3rd 
place. Alisa and Masachika fell to last. 


And Maria, who was given the right to command the six 
losers as the winner... 


“Hmm...what to order...” 


With her index finger on her lips, she looked around the 
room... When she turned her gaze to the pouch and ribbon 
that contained the baked goods distributed at the welcome 
party, she came up with something “Ah”, making a face. 
Masachika had an premonition of worry. And that 
premonition was correct. 


— After a few minutes. 
“No, it sooo cute!” 


In the student council room, Mariya with a melting smile. 
The women seemed a little embarrassed, and two guys 
trembled with shame. 


“Chairman...” 
“Kuze, don’t say anything ...” 


An order was issued by Maria. It was “everyone spends the 
day with a ribbon”. 


A ribbon that Maria put on her hands. The women are good. 
The women are. It’s just a little image change. Especially for 
Kayasaki, | don’t usually have a pun, so when a girl student 
sees it, she doesn’t seem to scream yellow. The problem 
was...mob-faced Masachika and old-faced giant Toya. 


“What is this punishment...” 
“You're still fine. Look at... I’m just a tragedy.” (Note*: ouch) 


“No no. You are a well-liked person, so even if you do 
something a little bit eccentric, you will be accepted 
favorably by the people, but if an ordinary student like me 
does the same thing, they will just be turned off, 
questioning what was going on. 


The women approached the two who looked at each other 
with a feeling of sadness like that. 


“No, no... isn’t it okay? | think it suits you?” 


“Sarashina-san... | feel sad even if I’m told that I’m about to 
laugh.” 


“No, it suits you very well? Masachika-san.” 
“My eyes are laughing, Yuki-san.” 

“Isn't that the case? Hey Ayano?” 

“Yes, it suits you very well.” 

“What is your unclouded eye?” 
“Kuze-Kun...” 

“Alya...” 


Arisa called out to me with an indescribable expression, but 
as soon as Masachika turned to look at her, her eyes 
widened as she turned her face away, covering her mouth. 


“Come on, say something.” 

“Oh, | think it’s good. Isn’t it cute?” 

“Laugh! Laugh at me! Laugh at me! Come on!” 
“Ahahahahahaha” 

“Yuki! Not you! Don’t you dare laugh!” 


Masachika glared at Yuki, who was chuckling with 
amusement while dexterously maintaining her lady-like 
appearance. However, she gave up when Kayasaki started 
laughing out loud, probably inspired by Yuki’s laughter, and 
even Alisa started shaking her shoulders as she turned over. 


“Chairman, Kuze-Kun, look over here~” 


“Wait, do you want to take a picture!?” 


“Yeah~? It’s a special memorial.” 
Toya gently said to Masachika, who was squeezing his face. 


“(Give it up, Kuze. Give up, Kuze. We lost. We have no right 
to refuse.)” 


“Damn it!” 


Masachika, with an expression full of bitterness, spit out like 
a female knight who was been captured by the enemy. 
(Note*: tf?) 


After that, the laughter and shutter sound of the women 
continued to echo in the student organization room until the 
patrol teacher came to announce the closing time. 


Chapter 7 
“Alisa Kujo-san?” 
“Huh?” 


During lunch break, Alisa looked back at the voice that 
suddenly called to her. 


Standing there was a schoolgirl with an aura of intelligence, 
her faultless black hair trimmed to her shoulders. 


Alisa did not recognize the voice or face, but the color of the 
ribbon was a telltale that she was in the same year. And yet, 
even though she was supposed to be someone unfamiliar, 
there was an unfriendly glare peeking through the girl’s 
glasses. 


“.,.What do you need?” 


Against such a cautiously spoken question, the girl fixed her 
glasses and said in a rugged voice. 


“I’m sorry. | am Sayaka Tanimaya from Group F. Could you 
Spare some time for me?” 


She looked out the corridor windows towards the courtyard 
while asking. Although her words were polite, she did not 
seem friendly at all. 


Normally, Alisa would respond with something like “Sure, 
what is it?”, but...the name caught her attention. 


(Sayaka Tanimaya...? The one who fought against Yuki for 
the Student Council president role in middle school?) 


She had heard more about this student from Masachika the 
other day. This girl was one of the candidates for that 
presidency that they should’ve been wary about, aside from 
Yuki. 


With the family name of Taniyama, she was the daughter of 
the president of Taniyama Heavy Industries, one of the 
largest shipbuilding companies in Japan. She was also one of 
the top students at Seiryo Academy in terms of wealth. 


She was a very good student, always in the top ten in test 
grades, and was always the class representative, so the 
teachers remembered her well. Above all, in middle school, 
she had a track record of defeating three sets of vice- 
chairman candidates in a debate. No other candidate, 
including Yuki, had matched the number she defeated. 


For that reason, Masachika was very wary of her, besides 
Yuki. 


There was no reason for Alisa to not accept the invitation of 
a student that might be a rival for her. 


“Alright.” 
“Thank you.” 


Even if the words were said, there was no appreciation 
behind them, and Sayaka simply walked out to the 
courtyard. As Alisa followed, she stopped under the large 
tree in the center of the courtyard and turned back towards 
the former. 


“First of all, | would like to confirm something. Kujo-san, is it 
true that you will challenge the presidential election with 
Masachika-san?” 


“Yes, what about it?” 


Alisa wondered where she had heard that information, but 
when she nodded in confirmation, Sayaka’s eyebrows were 
wrinkled. 


And the next moment, she uttered a clear, hostile 
statement. 


“You're being very vulgar, aren’t you? Aren’t you ashamed 
of yourself?” 


“a Eh?” 


Suddenly struck with contempt, Alisa was above all taken 
aback. 


“You just simply steal Masachika-san away. How did you do 
it, was it by harassment?” 


“Huh???” 
Alisa couldn’t put up with it. 


“What’s with that random accusation? In the first place, why 
should you say that to me, seeing as though we’ve never 
met before?” 


Alisa’s cry drew the attention of the students in the 
courtyard and adjacent school building. She was aware of 
this and quickly swallowed her words, but Sayaka didn’t 
seem to care. 


“As for why? Rather, | think | have the right to say it, except 
for maybe Suou-san. Could you please stop tainting our 
school’s sacred presidential election with such a weak 
heart?” 


“What? What are you trying to say, that | used dirty tricked 
to get Kuze to join me?” 


“You think not? | don’t know what sort of tactics you used, 
but | can only assume that you were trying to poke at Suou- 
san by choosing that coward Masachika-san as your 
partner.” 


Mt No wa-“ 
“Alya? Taniyama?” 


When Alisa looked back at the voice from behind her, 
Masachika, who seemed to overhear the two arguing, was 
about to exit the corridor to the courtyard. Standing in 
between the two, he looked at the awkward atmosphere 
with worry on his face, and asked Alisa. 


“...What happened?” 


“| don’t know. | was suddenly approached, then she accused 
me that I stole you away.” 


“What? What’s that about?” 


Tilting his head in confusion, Masachika turned to Sayaka 
and asked, 


“Well, Taniyama? | don’t know who told you that 
information, but | decided to help Alya on my own decision. 
She didn’t do anything strange...” 


Sayaka frowned at his words and slowly adjusted her 
glasses. 


“l can’t believe it. How can you, the man with no guts, 
decide to join forces with the new student?” 


“Well, ignoring the fact that I’m a coward...anyways, she 
didn’t use any tricks or anything like that. It’s alla 
misunderstanding on your part, so since you were rude to 
Alya, could you apologize?” 


Masachika tried to keep the situation as calm as possible. 
However, at that moment, Sayaka released a horrifying 
blast of anger. 


“So...it really is you who should be judged...” 


Muttering with a soft voice, Sayaka approached Masachika 
and stared at his face, eyes full of hostility and hatred. From 
this, Masachika involuntarily stepped back. 


“Kuze-san, | challenge you to a debate.” 
“Huh-?!” 


Sayaka’s declaration screamed at the students, who were 
watching the situation from afar. Masachika was shocked. 


“The topic will be...how about ‘Requirement of Teacher 
Recommendations for STUCO?” 


“No, wait a minute! You...are you serious?” 


“You think I’m joking? People like you should leave the 
student council as soon as possible. You don’t think a real 
student council member would run away when challenged 
to a debate?” 


The sudden declaration confused Masachika as he couldn’t 
understand the reason Sayaka was so worked up. However, 
it really seemed she was trying to stop them, and the only 
way for Masachika to stop her would be to win the debate. 


“...| understand. For the time being, the details-” 
“Wait.” 
Alisa interjected with a sharp voice. 


“Isn't the debate held between candidates for the election? 
How can you proceed when you just ignore me?” 


Alisa glared at Sayaka, but the latter replied without even 
looking back. 


“Can you please not disturb me? I’m not interested in you 
anymore. If you’re just a candidate for show with nothing 
but grades, please get out of the way.” 


“Hey, turn around!” 


Alisa forcefully stepped in between Masachika and Sayaka, 
glaring at the latter. 


“We're participating in the election as a team! If you try to 
beat Kuze, then I will also be your opponent.” 


Sayaka finally turned around, looking at Alisa with an 
annoyed look. Spitting quietly, she muttered. 


“And | was gonna let you off the hook too...” 
Lifting her chin with contempt, she said in a chilling voice. 


“Fine. l'Il crush you both. People like you aren’t suitable for 
the presidential election.” 


Buzzing with excitement, the surrounding students spread 
the news in no time. 


“| didn’t think there’d be another debate this semester...” 


In the student council room after school, Masachika and 
Alisa were standing in front of Toya, who had an annoyed 
look at the application submitted by Sayaka. 


“I’m sorry, and right before exams too...” 


“No, you guys aren’t to blame. It’s fine, it’s my job anyways. 
Don’t worry about it.” 


Waving his hand at Masachika, Toya looked down at the 
application form again. 


“Well, as long as it’s already spread, | can’t cancel it...but 
this topic is-” 


“It'll affect me, right?” 
“Um...correct.” 


The topic on the application form was “Requirement for 
Teacher Recommendations for STUCO” which Sayaka 
decided during the lunch break. It was simple. She wanted 
to make it so a teacher’s recommendation was needed to 
become a student council member. 


Toya instinctively frowned at the topic, aware of what the 
topic was aiming at. However, Masachika just shrugged and 
replied without hesitation. 


“In the current lineup of the student council, I’m the least 
likely to have a teacher’s recommendation. If she wins the 
debate and this proposal passes, | may have to quit.” 


“But, well, | also don’t know if the school would adopt such a 
rule just because someone won a debate...not to mention 
the content. Anyways, are you sure you want to do this? To 
be honest, | don’t see any benefit for you two.” 


“There are benefits.” 


Toya turned his eyes to Alisa, who made the clear 
statement. Turning around, Masachika was greeted by her 
eyes, which held a mellow fighting spirit. 


“If | can defeat her, l'Il be a good candidate to become the 
next president. On the other hand, if | run away here, it'll be 
impossible for me to beat her.” 


“Oh ho, is that so?” 


“Also, she insulted Kuze and |. | have to make her eat her 
words and apologize.” 


“| suppose...” 
Masachika chuckled at Alisa’s quiet anger, and joined in. 


“It’s not such a bad thing. We also get a chance to present 
before the closing address this year. This debate with 
Taniyama is perfect to show off our candidacy.” 


“Whatever you Say.” 


Nodding half-heartedly at Masachika’s words, Toya checked 
his schedule. 


“It’s a bit of a rush, but how about we hold it this Friday 
after school. What do you think?” 


“I don’t mind.” 
“I’m okay with it too.” 


“Alright then, can you make an announcement regarding the 
topic by the end of today?” 


“Chairman, | shall make a news slip.” 
“Suou, | leave that to you then.” 
“Of course.” 


Yuki, who raised her head from the office table, smiled while 
nodding happily, and turned to Masachika and Alisa. 


“Masa-kun, Alya-san, please do you best.” 
“Ah” 
“Yes, thank you.” 


“Also, I’m sure you two are busy preparing for the debate, so 
how about being excused from the student council duties 
until it ends?” 


Yuki said so and glanced around the room, seeing the rest of 
the members immediately nod in affirmation. 


“That’s alright.” 
“I think it’s good too.” 
“As Yuki says.” 


“Yup. Kuze, Kujo-san, this is good, so you guys should go 
prepare.” 


“No, wait-” 


“It’s fine. If this rule is passed, it’s going to add a lot more 
troublesome work. It’s the student council’s job to prevent 
it, so don’t worry.” 


Laughing, Toya reassured them, while Masachika and Alisa 
bowed for the kind consideration of their seniors. 


“l understand. Thank you.” 
“Thank you, | will definitely live up to your expectations.” 


The two of left the STUCO room, thanking their friends for 
their concern. 


“Well then...do you want to go back to our classroom and 
have a strategy meeting?” 


“Yeah . ” 


“Well, looking at it, it’s expected for Taniyama to make such 
a claim.” 


“| guess...” 
“Then, based on this info, how do we argue against it?” 


In an empty classroom after classes, Masachika and Alisa 
were discussing their strategy, sitting in two desks facing 
each other. 


“ ..| wonder if that would work.” 


“Yeah, it’s good. | think it’s pretty convincing. | need to 
summarize my argument a bit more, though...” 


Based on the copy of the debate application that Toya had 
given him, Masachika predicted Sayaka’s point and put 
together a counter-argument for it. As he did so, Alisa, who 
had been frustrated by Sayaka’s outburst, gradually calmed 
down. She finally had the time to calmly analyze Sayaka’s 
behavior. 


“Hey, Kuze-kun?” 
“Hmm?” 
“A-are you on bad terms with Taniyama-san?” 


“No, | don’t think so, at least. When we were in the student 
council in junior high, we respected each other and did 
pretty well.” 


“Then...” 


“Taniyama isn’t the one who usually says such bad things, is 
she?” 


“I’ve never seen such a fierce Taniyama-san...” 


Alisa was sad to see Masachika’s eyebrows lowered as his 
shoulders cowered in distress. It was the first time she had 
seen Masachika, who was usually so calm and collected, in 
such a state of anxiety. 


Come to think of it, unlike Alisa, who had never really talked 
to Sayaka, Masachika had known her since junior high and 
was met with an unknown hostility. Even if it was 
unreasonable, there was no way he wasn’t hurt. 


“Kuze-kun...” 
“Hmm?” 
“Er...” 


She tried to say something to Masaschika, who seemed to 
be stuck somewhere, but didn’t know what to say. She had 
never comforted people before, and since she also didn’t 
know what the relationship between Masachika and Sayaka 
was like, she hesitated. 


“.,.Why would Taniyama-san do such a thing?” 


A question escaped out of her mouth, who was disgusted 
that she couldn’t give a word of comfort to her partner. 


Masachika didn’t seem to notice Alisa’s self-loathing, lost in 
thought. 


“Hmm...that’s right. | was thinking about that too...maybe 
she thought | was treating the election campaign like a 
piece of cake?” 


“Huh?” 


“No, was that just an expectation? Considering the story | 
heard from you, Taniyama seemed to misunderstand and 
think that we were not serious about the election.” 


“Why would she misunderstand like that in the first place?” 


“Hmm...I used to think you were only good at grades...well, 
that’s what | used to think anyways, but objectively, you’re 

a transfer student who has a track record in club activities. | 
don’t Know as much about Taniyama anymore.” 


Alisa gazed at Masachika and snorted. 


“Well, | won’t deny that...but you’re not in the going home 
club either.” 


“Yeah, but the fact that the two of us joined forces to 
challenge the campaign might’ve seemed like a provocation 
for her to say ‘you sure you want to do it? If not, then go 
away.’ sort of thing...” 


“Yes, | suppose that is possible?” 


It was just that Sayaka’s anger was unusual, even if she was 
angry at someone who looked like they weren’t trying. 
Masachika soothed Alisa, whose expression turned grim as 
she recalled the unpleasant outburst at the time. 


“I know you're angry, but calm down.” 
“Rather, how are you so calm?” 


“In my case, since | know the normal Taniyama, | thought | 
must’ve done something that she really didn’t like in order 
for her to be so angry.” 


Alisa raised her eyebrows in question and lowered her voice 
as Masachika weakly laughed. 


“Even if | did, that wouldn’t be reason enough to be called 
such a horrible thing. It’s true that you’re pretty lax on many 
things, but you’re still not the kind of person that deserves 
this much hate.” 


Masachika noticed that Alisa was angry for him, and turned 
a little shy. However, he didn’t want Alisa to be that irate, 
and followed up. 


“Yeah, well...l was originally Yuki’s partner, so she may think 
that it was unreasonable to break up the pair with Yuki, who 
was a favorite of the student crowd. Instead, | joined you, 
which could seem to be like | was fooling around. 


“Thats” 


As she was about to say that it was too strange, Alisa 
realized that this entire debacle was because she was 
paired with Masachika. She also realized that this was not 
the only disadvantage that Masachika had suffered as a 
result of being partners with herself. 


Yuki was his original pair. There was also Ayano, who was 
said to be their childhood friend. Just because he didn’t say 
anything about it didn’t mean that no one had attacked him 
in one way or another. Unlike Alisa, who had always been 
alone, Masachika must have sacrificed many things to join 
her. 
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When she thought about it, she suddenly felt terrible. 
Masachika had taken her hand as an equal, but the price he 
paid for that was not equivalent. What could she possibly 
pay him in? What did she even have? Even then, she was 
constantly being supported by Masachika. 


“Alya? What’s wrong?” 


Alisa suddenly fell silent, which worried Masachika. Sitting in 
front of him, she suddenly looked pale as her breathing 
became shallower. 


“Are you Okay? If you’re sick...” 
“I’m fine. That’s not the case.” 
“Really?” 


However, no matter how he looked at it, she did not look 
normal. At the same time, Alisa said with a somewhat 
distressed look on her face, “We’ve taken some measures 
for now. | think we should call it a day.” 


“Kuze-kun...what do you want me to do?” 


“What? What sort of question is that?” 


al "m 


He tilted his head in question at the sudden offer, but Alisa 
just stared at him and said nothing more. 


“Hmm...what do | want you to do?” 


Feeling the intention of a ‘don’t ask questions’, Masachika 
paused a little while scratching his cheek. 


“Ah...a funny face?” 
“Please be serious” 
“Hmm” 


Although he was told to be serious, Masachika could not 
take a serious attitude in such an atmosphere. It was 
Masachika’s nature to try and soften the mood by saying 
something stupid, especially when the other party seemed 
strangly tense. 


“Oh, that’s right. | want you to gently hug me, whisper 
sweet things in my ear, and let me drown in the overflowing 
motherhood.” 


Alisa’s eyebrows jumped at the words he said with a grin. At 
her reaction, he expected her to get angry, preparing 
himself for the slap to come. 


“Okay.” 
“Huh?” 


While he had a dumb reaction at the completely expected 
answer, Alisa stood up with a clatter and walked around the 
desks to stand next to Masachika. 


“Waitwaitwaitwaitwaiwaitwaitwaitwaitwait” 


Looking at her blue eyes in his immediate vicinity, 
Masachika stepped back from his chair, uttering a 
meaningless sound. 


“W-wait, that was a joke. Please calm down?” 


As if in surrender, he raised his hands to shoulder height 
and tried to stop Alisa from really spreading his arms out. 
Alisa then raised her eyebrows again and lowered her arms. 
And for a moment, she wrapped around Masachiaka’s back. 
In the next moment, she hung around his neck as she 
closed her arms. 


“What!?” 


Suddenly, Masachika jumped up with a strange cry after 
feeling the smooth texture on his cheek and the soft feeling 
pressed against his back. 


However, Alisa lifted her left arm without any notice, and 
Slowly started stroking Masachika’s head. 


“Aaaaaa!?” 


Masachika’s voice turned upside down in panic, but couldn’t 
move against such a nice feeling. 


He also didn’t want to surrender himself to Alisa’s embrace, 
and his whole body tensed up and froze. As Alisa touched 
Masachika’s cheek, she whispered softly. 


Sorry, and thank you[] 


With those words, Alisa wrapped her right arm around his 
shoulder and across his chest, and Masachika huffed. 


“Alya?” 


Alisa did not respond to Masachika. However, Masachika 
could feel Alisa’s arm around him from behind as if she was 
holding on to him. 


When Masachika suddenly relaxed, Alisa’s left hand 
separated from his head and turned to cross his right arm. 


[jPlease don’t leave me...!0 


The whisper, accompanied by a sad sound, made Masachika 
feel like she was grasping the depths of his chest. Burning 
emotions erupted with pain that tightened his chest. 


Driven by the heat, Masachika grabbed Alisa’s arm with his 
left hand and gently stroked Alisa’s hair with his right hand. 


“Alya. We will win. It doesn’t matter if Taniyama is the 
opponent. | won’t let anyone break the promise | made with 
you.” 


Looking forward, he declared clearly to Alisa, who was right 
next to him, as if to imprint his determination and resolve on 
himself. There was silence for a while, and then suddenly 
Alisa moved lightly. 


“ .. Kuze-kun, it hurts.” 
“Oh, sorry, sorry.” 


Masachika realized that he had unconsciously put a lot of 
pressure on her hands and hurriedly pulled them away. 
Then, Alisa also gently removed her body and said a little 
meanlly. 


“Well, if you’ve gained some motivation, then it was worth it 
for me to fulfill your request.” 


When he twisted his neck to look up behind him, he saw 
Alya with her usual puffed-up, proud look on her face. 


“Well, when Princess Alya herself gives you a hot hug, you 
can’t help but get motivated.” 


“Don’t call me ‘Princess’.” 


When he teased her, she gave him a chop to the head. The 
chop, which did not hurt at all, made Masachika laugh 
harder, until he stood up and put the desk back in place. 


“Then, this is a good time. Shall we end here for today?” 
“Yeah.” 


When they left the classroom together as if nothing had 
happened, they walked side by side in the corridor after 
school. 


(Taniyama, l'Il beat you. So even if | hurt you...I’ll keep my 
promise with Alya.) 


The sight of her, which he had once beaten with half- 
hearted determination and made her cry, still lingered in his 
heart as a bitter memory. However, even if he had to see 
her crying face again, he would not hesitate. He would do 
his best to win. 


He would definitely prove that they were serious. He 
believed that by doing so, her heart, trapped in anger, 
would be saved, even if only a little. 


(Even so... | did something awkward again.) 


Remembering his actions earlier, he laughed bitterly with 
the premonition that he would be embarrassed again later. 


But he couldn’t help but do so. He did so impulsively, just as 
he had done when he reached out to Alisa at that time. At 
that moment, a flash of inspiration flashed through 
Masachika’s mind. 


(But...that’s why | chose Alya.) 


Suddenly remembering Ayano’s question the other day, 
Masachika stopped on the stairs. At that time, Masachika 
replied that he didn’t know why. He was honest and 
confused. 


But...the emotion that inexplicably drove him. That must be 
the reason he chose Alisa. That feeling of intense protective 
desire must be... 


(Yeah...It’s not love after all) 
But maybe, if it wasn’t love... 
“Kuze-kun?” 


Alisa, who seemed to have been walking thinking about 
something, looked up at Masachika when she was halfway 
down the stairs. 


Then she squinted dazzlingly at the western sun shining in 
from behind Masachika. 


Masachika whispered softly to such a partner, with a sad 
smile on his face. 


Hl will not leave you.[ 


(Until then, | will fulfill my promise.) 


“Huh?” 


Alisa, who held her left hand over her eyes, raised her voice 
suspiciously at Masachika’s whisper. 


“No, nothing.” 


Masachika brushed it off and walked down the stairs to 
stand next to Alisa again. At that point, Masachika’s face 
had no trace of the smile that she had seen earlier. 


Chapter 8 


The day of the debate. As Masachika and Alisa headed for 
the auditorium and the back door leading to the backstage, 
they met their debate partners. 


“Oh, Welcome~” 


Sayaka casually gave a nod and immediately entered the 
auditorium, but another student behind her called out in a 
relaxed atmosphere. 


“Long time no see Kuze-chi~ l'Il be in your care today. . 
.Though, isn’t the atmosphere kind of weird?” 


“You're not too tense, are you?” 


“Well, I’m not in the middle of a debate, am |? So I’m taking 
it easy.” 


The one who waved her hand in a carefree manner, as she 
said, was a female student with loosely permed blonde hair 
in a one-sided updo. Her uniform was exquisitely worn out in 
a thin make-up that barely fit in school regulations. The 
offensive appearance, which was rare in this Seirei Gakuen, 
was in the so-called gal category. A female student turned 
her gaze to Alisa, who hardened in front of a type of person 
she never interacted with. 


“Is this the first time we’ve talked directly? I’m Nonoa 
Miyamae. Ichio-Sayachi’s companion.” 


“Yes... I’m Alisa Kujo. Let’s have a good debate.” 


“Haha, you’re so serious... | think you and Sayacchi would 
hit it off.” 


Laughing loosely, Nonoa said, “Well, it’s nice to meet you~” 
and walked into the auditorium. 
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“What is it now, Taniyama-san?... 


“Well, they do seem disproportionate, don’t they? If you just 
look at them, they’re an uptight honor student and a loose 
gal. It seems like she’s also modeling with that flashy look.” 


“Model? That... isn’t it a violation of school rules?” 


“I’ve heard it’s a form of advertising for the brand my 
parents own, so | guess it’s safe.” 


“I mean, I’ve seen it before and wondered about it. That hair 
iS...” 


“Oh, my hair is natural, all right? My grandmother is 
American.” 


“Yes.” 


Masachika said that with a bitter smile. Alisa seemed to 
understand him but didn’t seem to be disappointed. 


“They are childhood friends. They have completely different 
personalities and atmospheres, but they are good friends.” 


“Oh, that’s...” 


“I’m telling you, you’re making a big mistake if you think 
she’s paired up with someone inappropriate. Miyamae is the 
girl at the top of the school caste, regardless of student 
council or anything else, and she’s definitely one of the best 
in the school when it comes to connections.” 


“That’s... certainly a threat in elections.” 


“Well, don’t worry too much about it today. You just have to 
focus on Taniyama.” 


“Yeah, | understand.” 


Masachika exhaled and asked Alisa, who seemed to have 
removed Nonoa from her head. 


“Then, do you want to go?” 
“Yas” 


Then, they set foot in the auditorium, which is the place of 
the decisive battle. 
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“Wow, there are quite a lot of people gathering. | think more 
than half of the students without club activities are 
participating, right?” 


“Well, This is the first debate of the year. And since 
Taniyama-san took on the challenge of Kujo-san... | think it’s 
going to attract a lot of attention.” 


Takeshi and Koru who came to the auditorium looked around 
with a sense of dismay at the fact that the number of people 
who gathered almost filled the venue despite it being after 
school and a few days away from exams. With this many 
people just before the start of the debate, some students 
may be standing up due to the lack of seats. 


“Taniyama-san is a person who fought for the chairmanship 
with Onii-sama until the end, right?” 


“Oh yeah, | was regarded as the favorite for the chairman 
position during the next year, but in the end | lost to Suo- 
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san. 
“But wasn’t Taniyama Unbeatable in the debates? | don’t 


think we’d have known what the outcome would have been 
if the two had clashed in a debate before the election.” 


“I thought that too, but | think it was clear that | didn’t 
compete in my area of specialty and settled the matter with 
an open election.” 


“No, you voted for Suo-san.” 


“Yes that’s it. Though he’s my enemy, | was impressed by 
him.” 


When he went through the auditorium looking for two empty 
seats, he heard the voices of the students aroundhim. From 
the first grade to the third grade, people from various 
positions talked about the expectations of the debate and 
the impressions of the participants. 


“What do you think? This agenda” 


“Hmm, it’s something that most students have nothing to 
do with... well, she’s done it right.” 


“What do you think of that transfer student? | don’t know 
much about her...” 


“I can only say that her grades are good... Will she be able 
to make a speech in the first place?” 


“Have you heard of this Kuze student somewhere?” 


“Isn't it the name of the vice chairman when Suo was the 
chairman? | don’t know.” 


“Ah ~ Is there such a thing? That? If so, why is he with a 
random transfer student?” 


Most of the stories he heard were about Sayaka, and few 
people were talking about Alisa. Some were even talking 
about him. 


“Isn't it already gone?” 


“Well, there’s too much difference in their popularity... Oh, 
it’s empty over there.” 


“Oh, really” 


Finding an empty seat in the middle of the line, Kouki and 
Koru settled down there. Then, when he turned his eyes to 
the stage in front of him, Sayaka and Nonoa were on the 
right side of the central podium, and he saw Alisa and 
Masachika sitting on the left side. 


Although everyone was just sitting in a chair in the same 
way, mysteriously, Sayaka’s eyes were drawn to him. The 
way she straightened her back and meditated calmly, she 
seemed to have a certain air about her. 


“I’m in the hall... | don’t feel like | can win. | can’t imagine 
losing.” 


“Masachika looks calm, but... Is Kujo-san okay? She’s going 
to be the one talking the most, isn’t she?” 


“Well, it’s normal for the presidential candidates to talk 
mainly with each other, and the vice-chairman candidate 
goes to support. If only the vice-chairman candidate talks, 
the presidential candidate will look like a decoration. But it 
doesn’t make sense if the impression of the presidential 
election is negative.” 


“That’s right... | wonder if it’s okay. Kujo-san, she doesn’t 
look like she’s good at talking, especially in front of such a 
large number of people.” 


“That’s right... If you can’t speak at least without being 
open-minded, you won’t even have a match, right?” 


Two people were worriedly staring at Alisa on the stage. 
Alisa sat straight in front of them, without showing any 
pretense when she noticed their gaze. Her blue eyes staring 
at the empty podium seemed to have no hesitation or 
anxiety... 


(People... so many... her throat sticks... voice, will you come 
out?) 


Her inner heart was as tense as it could be. 


Of course, there was pressure on this debate that their 
future was at stake. But before that, it was her first 
experience to speak her opinion in front of so many people. 


In the first place, Alisa was strong, but she was not strong in 
self-assertion. She didn’t have to insist on her so far 
because she doesn’t expect anything from others. Instead of 
her not trying to move others in her opinion, she was not 
driven by others’ opinions either. That was Alisa’s basic 
stance. 


However, what was needed now was the ability to move 
other people. The power to put others on your side using 
your own words. Until now, Alisa had cut it off as 
unnecessary. 


(Can | do it? I’m just going to get rejected like that time...) 


Just the other day, she remembered the relentless storm of 
denial that was struck in the discussions between the soccer 
and baseball clubs, and her fingertips drew blood. 
Disgusting. She wasn’t surprised as her legs were numb. 
Her feet, which were supposed to be hard, felt as if they 
were made of rubber. 


“Alya” 


Alisa looked back at the voice from next to her, with a half- 
hearted feeling. She felt irresistibly grateful to be able to 
look away from the audience in front of me. 


“What?” 


Her voice that pretended to be calm was trembling which 
showed that Alisa was not confident. At the end of her line 
of sight was the face of a boy staring at her with a serious 
expression. He would normally be reliable, but now Alisa felt 
even more pressure. 


(Kuse-kun, I’m calm... | have to be more solid. | need to do it 
myself. | don’t want to disappoint Kuze-kun. I’m calm.) 


She tried to breathe slowly, but her throat and lungs didn’t 
listen. She trembled, trapped, and more and more blood 
drained from her limbs. 


“Alya...” 
“Kuse, kun...” 


She couldn’t be strong anymore. Her squeezed voice was 
quivering. She looked like she was about to cry, but she also 
looked like she was going to start laughing. Her mental state 
was in turmoil— 


“Are you really an E-cup?” 
“MAEN?” 


When Alisa was suddenly struck by a question that was so 
blunt, she couldn’t understand what he was saying, and she 
was amazed for a moment. However, when Masachika 
glanced at her chest, she finally recognized the situation. 
She reflexively tried to hide her chest with her arms, but 
stopped at the moment she remembered that they were on 
stage. 


“Hey, pervert...! What are you talking about in this 
situation!” 


She barely suppressed her voice and raised her blame. 
Then, Masachika turned his gaze toward the audience with a 
very serious expression. 


“Oh, | was thinking... You can’t do anything strange in this 
kind of public situation... But? At the same time, | realized 
that if you can’t do anything strange, it means you can’t 
Slap me and I can’t run away” 


Then, when he smiled, he looked back at Alisa with a 
strangely gentle expression. 


“I thought... that? | can sexually harass people verbally all | 
want?” 


“I hope you die.” 


“Come on, they would have never dreamed that we were 
having such a crazy conversation on the stage...” 


“| don’t even want to think about it.” 


“Guhehe, young lady... what color of panties are you 
wearing today?” 


“Huh!... Huh” 


Alisa sighed her exhausted sigh as she reflexively endured 
her sighing up to her companion who made a vulgar voice 
with his serious expression. She was worried about her own 
judgment as to whether she really liked him as a partner. 


“Please, be a little nervous...” 


“Hey, I’m a little nervous too? Oh, look at Kouki and Koru. 
Hey.” 


“Where? Oh, hey!” 


She grabbed Masachika’s wrist and waved it flippantly 
toward her friend and forced him to place it on his lap. Then, 
she glared up at his tension-free face with a sharp gaze. 


“Hey, can you please stop? It’s embarrassing.” 
“Relieve me, I’m definitely more embarrassed than you.” 
“If so, be a little embarrassed.” 


“What a strong hand... No, don’t stare with such hot eyes. 
lm embarrassed...!” 


“Whoa, why do you look like you see garbage?” 


Alisa roughly let go of his hand, and turned away silently, as 
she didn’t seem to take him seriously. 


“Hey, Alya-san!” 


“What? You seem to be very tense, so | just thought I’d 
loosen you up a bit.” 


“a. lm not nervous.” 
“Really? Your face is still a little stiff?” 


Masachika made a Suspicious voice as she stared at Alisa’s 
profile, which she casually turned back. In fact, her cheeks 
were much more ruddy, but she still felt overwhelmed. 
Masachika exhales a little and gently calls out with a serious 
tone. 


“There is no need to hide your tension. It’s natural to be 
nervous when it’s your first time speaking in a student 
assembly. Rather, just say “I’m nervous, but l'Il do my best, 
so please give me your support.”” 


“... won't say that.” 
“Well, of course you wouldn’t.” 


Alisa would never do anything to spoil herself by putting up 
a precautionary line. 


She is a perfectionist, so she must be thinking of doing 
everything perfectly from start to finish. 


“Alya, look at me...” 


a“ ” 
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Masachika asked, staring at Alisa’s eyes, looking back at her 
suspiciously. 


“Alya, who are your enemies?” 


“a. Taniyama-san, right?” 
“No. Your enemy is your ideal, perfect self. Right?” 


In the words of Masachika, Alisa shook her eyes a little, and 
then she nodded slowly. 


“...Yeah. | may be most afraid of not being able to do what | 
want.” 


“Isn't it? In other words, you are the one evaluating yourself. 
And you are the only one who speaks on the podium. The 
audience is the audience. As long as there is no question 
and answer, it doesn’t matter how many there are.” 


“Is that so?” 
“That’s right.” 


Masachika dared to affirm to Alisa, who was anxious about 

her gaze. Masachika knew that the more mentally unstable 
she was, the more confident and assertive words she would 
hear. 


“You only have to think about playing the coolest thing you 
think. Rest assured, l'Il do everything | can if something bad 
happens..” 


“ ” 


Alisa blinked slowly to chew the words of Masachika, and 
she turned to him in a slightly calm manner. 


Then Toya, the chairman, approached from the stage sleeve. 
“Kuze, Kujo. It’s about time, are you ready?” 


“Yas,” 


After saying it so clearly, he turned his gaze to Alisa next to 
him. Then Alisa quietly looked back at Toya and nodded. 


“I’m fine too.” 
“Yeah, good.” 


After nodding firmly, Toya headed for Sayaka this time. After 
confirming that with her, Toya stood on the moderator’s 
stand at the left end of the stage and screamed into the 
microphone. 


“It’s time, so let the debates begin!” 


Audience who was noisy at the opening declaration of Toya 
gradually became quiet. After waiting for that, Toya moved 
on to introduce the participants. 


“Chairman is me, Student Organization Inside School 
Toshiya Kenzaki. The founders are Sayaka Taniyama of 
Group F in the 1st year and Nonoa Miyamae of Group D in 
the 1st year.” 


In response to Toya’s eyes, Sayaka and Nonoa stood up and 
bowed. Applause arose from the audience seats, and 
encouragement from supporters flew. 


“Protesters are Alisa Kujo, the student council treasurer, and 
Masachila Kuze, the general secretary of the student 
council.” 


Next, Alisa bowed beautifully and Masachika made a playful 
bow. The applause went up again, but the number was less 
than before and there was no encouragement. 


“The agenda is “Introduction of teacher assessments in 
joining the Student Organization.”” 


“Yas.” 


Sayaka stood up with a clear answer with a voice that 
echoed well without a microphone. She walked on the stage 
without showing any nervous pretense, and on the way she 
gave a bow to Toya and then went up to the podium. At the 
same time, the appearance of Sayaka was greatly projected 
on the screen behind the stage. 


“Everyone. Thank you for joining us during your busy 
schedule. This time, | would like to propose “Introduction of 
teacher assessment when joining the student organization.” 
My suggestion is to make it necessary.” 


After looking around the audience and greeting her, Sayaka 
told about her own theory without stagnation. 


“Currently, student officers are to be chosen by the 
president and vice president, but it is no exaggeration to 
say that the fact is that they are indiscriminately accepting 
students who have run for candidacy. In fact, middle and 
high school. However, we conducted a questionnaire survey 
of all the students who had become members of the Student 
Organization even temporarily. 


(...Seriously? Do you bother to prepare such data?) 


Masachika was amazed at the careful preparation of 
numerical data in this short period of time. 


(No, this is Miyamae, not Taniyama...) 


When she turned her gaze to Nonoa half and half with her 
praise and bitterness, the person in question was staring at 
her nails as if she was not concerned. 


Apparently, she was going to stay on the sidelines during 
this assembly in earnest. 


“From this, | think you understand the current situation that 
anyone can become an officer of the Student Organization if 
you can run for it. But what about this? This traditional and 
prestigious Seirei Gakuen. The student representative of the 
student. Is it okay for the student council to be an 
organization that anyone can enter if they wish, no matter 
how bad the behavior of the student?” 


After showing the objective facts, Sayaka strengthened her 
words and spoke to the audience. 


“I think the student organization should only include the 
best of the best. Isn’t that the case? For those who 
represent themselves or are in club activities. Do you want 
people to become “better” than you no matter how good 
they actually are? Imagine that their grades are usually poor 
and their behavior is outright bad. As soon as those 
students become members of the Student Council, they will 
still become superior? They will be in a position to give 
instructions and give permissions to you, aren’t they 
disgusting?” 


When asked by Sayaka, Masachika felt the atmosphere of 
“Well, she’s not wrong...” Spreading among the audience. 


(You’re very good at this...) 


By changing their perspectives, they made the students, 
who until then had been thinking that it’s someone else’s 
problem, saying, “I don’t really want to join the student 
council, and | don’t really care either way,” into a party to 
the event. 


“Therefore, we will introduce a teacher’s assessment. 
Specifically, we have to get the teacher in charge and the 
teacher in charge of the grade, as well as the teacher of life 
guidance and the teacher of the school director in the 
registration of the student organization. Make it a format. 
This completes a student organization that is made up of 
only truly talented students, with the endorsement of the 
teachers.” 


Gaze at the audience seated and Sayaka spoke powerfully 
as her final touch. 


“To realize a more sophisticated student organization with 
high dignity and authority! Thank you for your support!! 
Thank you for your attention.” 


When Sayaka gave a bow, a big applause and cheers of her 
Supporters rose from the audience. After raising his hand 
and responding to them, Sayaka turned his gaze to Toya. At 
her will, Toya picked up the microphone. 


“Then, let’s move on to the question and answer session. 
Protesters, do you have any questions?” 


Toya turned his eyes to Alisa and Masachika, and the eyes of 
the audience also gathered there. How does the rumored 
transfer student cut into Sayaka’s splendid claim? In a gaze 
full of her interest and expectations, Alisa quietly looked 
back at Toya... and silently shook her head from side to side. 


“Um, do you have anything to say?” 


Toya confirmed that he was surprised, and asked Masachika 
to move forward with a gesture. The unexpected 
development created a disappointing atmosphere among 
the students, saying, “What’s the matter?” However, this 


was decided from the beginning by Masachika in 
consultation with Alisa. 


It was unlikely that Sayaka, who is a veteran in the battle, 
would show weakness in her question and answer session. 
When you ask a bad question, she'll just give you a perfect 
answer and let you gain points. If it’s a difficult question, it’s 
better not to ask it. Rather, it was better to listen to the 
opponent’s claim and show her the room to speak her claim. 


(Up to this point, as planned.) 


Sayaka’s claim was basically as expected. no problem. The 
rest is up to Alisa. 


“Well, are you ready?” 

“Yes” 

When Alisa answered quietly, Toya’s voice echoed. 
“... Then, let’s continue with the protesters’ claims.” 
“Yes.” 


Alisa stood up when she replied with a mysteriously familiar 
voice, even though she didn’t have a special voice. 


“OK, let’s go!” 


With the encouragement of Masachika on her back, Alisa 
slowly headed to the podium. Alisa seemed to be interesting 
to her audience.., but it was a bit more mean than anything 
else. 


“(Hmm, how are they planning to turn things upside 
down?)” 


“(No, no, no, no. It’s over when they can’t even get a word 
in edgewise, right? Taniyama’s already won)” 


“(I told you, didn’t I? If Suo-san doesn’t show up, there’s no 
way they can win.)” 


“(Well, let’s just listen to what that “lonely princess” wants 
to say.)” 


“(I wonder if she can even speak properly? You won't cry, 
won't you~?)” 


From all over the auditorium, there was a mixed voice of 
contempt and ridicule. The atmosphere of the venue was no 
longer expected to be how the “lonely princess” would lose, 
rather than how Alisa would argue. 


In the unpleasant air, Kayasaki on the stage sleeve lifted her 
eyebrows and tried to come out to her surface, but Mariya 
grabbed her arm and stopped her. Mariya watching over 
Alisa heading to her podium had the eyes of her strict and 
gentle sister who believed in her sister. And Alisa was 
concentrating her consciousness on her inner side, without 
being aware of anything around her... 


(What do | think... The ideal me... The coolest me ...) 


She ruminated on what Masachika had told her and 
imagined her ideal figure. Speaking of looking cool, Sayaka 
was also imposing and cool. But more than that... 


(Yes, what was he doing... at that time?) 


She remembered. She remembered that time, when he was 
the coolest guy in the world. At that time, he was... 


(Oh, that’s right.) 


The imagination was decided. All she had to do now is follow 
the image she drew in her head. 


She stood on the podium and slowly looked around the 
audience seats. And... Alisa laughed. 
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The moment Alisa stood at the podium and smiled, there 
was a not-so-small buzz in the audience. Some were struck 
dumb, some were genuinely surprised, and some opened 
their eyes to see the image... of a boy in the smile. 


“Hello, everyone. | am Student Council Treasurer Kujo. As a 

representative of the student council, | would like to make a 
counter argument regarding this proposal. Please take care 
of me.” 


Then, in a somewhat theatrical manner, she bowed, as if to 
congratulate her opponent on a good fight. 


In an instant, everyone in the room intuited that the silence 
during the earlier questioning was not because they 
“couldn't” ask a question, but because they “didn’t have 
to”. 


The audience’s eyes changed to a provocative greeting that 
did not match the image of the “lonely princess”. 


Now, Taniyama-san, you said that the student council would 
gain more authority by incorporating teachers’ assessment 
into the process of becoming a member of the student 
council. However, my opinion is the opposite. In my opinion, 
| believe that teacher assessments would reduce the 
authority of the student council. This is because it would 
take away the power of the student council president and 


vice president to appoint members, which is the core of the 
student body. 


The students in the spectators were inevitably attracted to 
the fact that Alisa argued head-on against Sayaka’s claim, 
which seemed extremely logical. 


“In the first place, it is the student council president and 
vice president who are most envious and respected by the 
student organization. They have won the fierce election 
Campaign and won the position, so they have a lot of 
authority in the school. The right to appoint a student 
organization officer is the best of all. And why would you 
want to give that authority to the teacher, albeit partially? 
Isn’t it like saying that the student council is useless without 
the help of a teacher?” 


Alisa’s claim echoed in the auditorium. The dignified and 
beautiful figure let out a sigh of admiration, and the 
dignified attitude admired and groaned. She was Alisa who 
changed the atmosphere of her venue in just a few minutes, 
but Alisa wasn’t aware of it, and she expressed her 
thoughts. 


“This school values student autonomy, which is why the 
Student Council has a great deal of discretion. The student 
council president and vice president are in a position to 
freely decide on the members of the student organization. 
It’s special. What if the selection of student council 
members includes a teacher’s assessment? The president 
and vice president will not be able to freely add the students 
they anticipate to the student organization. It will not be 
possible to refuse to join an endorsed member. In effect, the 
right to appoint a student organization officer is left to the 
teacher. The officer chosen by the teacher will do most of 
the work of the student organization. Isn’t that different 


from what the Seirei Gakuen Student Organization should 
be?” 


Masachika felt that the audience, who was inclined to 
Sayaka’s opinion, shook due to Alisa’s enthusiastic speech. 


(Okay, I’m talking calmly. It’s perfect.) 


Masachika stroked his chest to Alisa’s majestic talk. It was 
even more than he expected. Looking at the tension just 
before, he thought she would feel a little more awkward, 
but... this is enough to compete. 


(Taniyama’s claim that collecting only elites who have 
passed the teacher’s assessment will raise the rank of the 
student organization. It is because the president and vice 
president selected by the student vote have all the right to 
appoint the student organization. Arya’s claim that the 
student council’s prestige will be protected because the 
president and vice president, who are elected by student 
vote, hold all appointments. Both sides have a reasonable 
argument ... So far, this is fifty and fifty...?) 


Masachika, who was looking at Alisa’s back with 
satisfaction, felt a sharp gaze from the left side and turned 
around. 


There, Sayaka glared at him with a sharp eye from the back 
of her glasses. Her eyes clearly asked, “Is this your job?” 


(No, Taniyama. These are Alya’s words.) 


Masachika did not participate in making Alisa’s claim this 
time. All Masachika did was anticipate Sayaka’s claim. This 
Alisa claim is 100% Alisa’s claim, which Alisa built on the 
predictions Masachika made. 


(It’s not me you’re dealing with. It’s Alya.) 


When Sayaka looked back with such a will, Alisa’s claim 
ended and the Q&A session began. Sayaka quickly raised 
her hand and cut in on Arisa. 


“You said that the student council president and vice 
president have the right to appoint student organization 
members, but as | mentioned earlier, the reality is that in 
recent years all the students who have run for candidacy 
have become members. What do you think?” 


“Isn't it okay if it doesn’t cause any problems? If problems 
occur and the students complain, then the student council 
president should shake a big nata. It’s the responsibility of 
those who stand in. 


If that was Masachika’s idea, this question would’ve broken 
her. However, Alisa was unwavering. 


“The alumni association has voiced concern over the recent 
decline in the quality of the student council. That’s why | 
think we need to bring in the eyes of the teachers, don’t you 
think?” 


“It should be up to the student body president and vice 
president to decide. It’s one thing to admit that you’re not 
good enough and ask for help from the teachers. But it 
should not be decided for them.” 


Sayaka was gradually running out of room. Gradually, the 
assertion was beginning to lack logic due to the unexpected 
strength of the opponent. 


(You misjudged your opponent, that’s your mistake. You 
didn’t see Alya there, you were chasing a vision of me that 


didn’t exist. Your opponent was Alya from the beginning, but 
you were only looking at me...) 


Masachika had no intention of dealing with Sayaka from the 
beginning. He heard Alisa’s allegations in advance, decided 
that Sayaka’s opponent would do the job well, and left it to 
him entirely. 


Yes, the opponent of Masachika was not Sayaka. What 
Masachika should deal with... 


(Well, how does it work?) 


Next to Sayaka, who asked Alisa a painful question, was 
Nonoa. Until then, Nonoa, who had been ignorant of herself, 
quietly looked back at Masachika. 


And she closed her eyes and worshiped as if she apologized 
for something, and thrust her hand into her skirt pocket. 


Mis lene 
... The change happened gradually. 


The first thing that happened was a tiny rustle. It gradually 
began to spread throughout the auditorium. If you listen 
carefully, you will find words such as “transfer student” and 
“outsider” in fragments. At the same time, the audience 
cheered for Sayaka. 


(Chi, you did it... Sakura, right?) 


Impression operation. Off-board tactics that can only be 
done by Nonoa, who has a very wide network of contacts on 
campus. 


Because there are many children of the upper class at this 
school, there are a number of students who have an elective 
mindset. For those students, there is a big difference in 
impression between Sayaka, the daughter of the president 
of a top-notch company, and Arisa, a middle-class transfer 
student. If Sakura, who was planted in the audience, could 
stimulate them in this area, there was a high possibility that 
they would put aside the logic of her argument and vote for 
Sayaka on emotional grounds. But more than that, the 
problem was... 


“Ah...” 


Alisa was now aware of the existence of the audience. Her 
calmness, which until then she had kept her consciousness 
only to herself, was shaken by her consciousness of the 
audience. 


Even though he was looking from behind, he could clearly 
see her body suddenly tense. 


"Umat 


Alisa suddenly shuts up, and the noise of her students 
increases. The more she rushes to say something about it, 
the less Alisa can speak. 


(I have to say it quickly... what? What are you trying to say 
... question, what was it, what, what, but something —) 


When her tension peaked and she was in a slight panic, she 
was gently tapped on her back. 


“You did your best. Leave the rest to me.” 


When Arisa looked at the voice, she saw a boy who was 
more dependable than anyone else. 


Masachika walked up to the podium alongside Arisa and 
picked up the microphone with a chuckle. 


“Excuse me, I’m in the middle of a question and I'd like to 
take over from here. She has been talking longer than she 
expected, so | guess her throat got damaged. That’s what 
happens when you don’t talk much, you know?” 


Then, he turned her gaze toward Alisa and told her to tease 
her. When Alisa was sick of her suddenly being messed with, 
laughter spread to her spectators’ seats. 


When the air in the venue became loose, Masachika decided 
to put out a trump card. 


(If we could have won on the logic of our argument, that 
would have been fine... Now that you’ve appealed to my 
emotions, I’m going to use the same technique.) 


He didn’t want to do it if possible, but... he promised Alisa. 
“I'll do everything in case of an emergency”. So... 
Masachika decided to destroy everything with a smile. 


“Well, then, I'd like to quickly end this for the sake of my 
partner who got the throat damaged... Do we really need to 
discuss this further in the first place?” 


The audience was buzzing at the question suddenly posed 
from a messy attitude. Masachika immediately added a 
chase there. 


“Wasn't this discussion settled a month ago?” 


Looking around at the audience, who was tilting his head, 
Masachika quickly raised his right arm and handed out Toya, 
who was Standing on the chairman’s stand. 


“Isn't everyone’s mind made up when they elected Kenzaki 
as Chairman?” 


The students’ gazes were drawn to Toshiya, who looked up 
at the sudden mention of his name. 


“As you all know, Kenzaki was an inferior student who didn’t 
stand out in class until a year ago. No, I’m going to make it 
clear now that he’s already said it, but he was a shady 
character! He was such a shady character in fact, that he 
would never get the approval of the teachers!” 


“Oh!?” 


The auditorium erupted in laughter when a half-smiling 
Toshiya shouted, as if he hadn’t thought of it. Masachika 
immediately followed up with another one. 


“However, Kenzaki made an effort. After joining the student 
council, he worked hard to improve his grades, improve his 
manliness, and finally managed to win over the mother of 
all conquerors of Seiryo Academy! I’m sure you've all been 
moved by the sight of President Kenzaki, haven’t you? I’m 
Sure you're all excited to see how President Kenzaki has 
transformed himself from a shady underclassman into a 
charismatic student body president, and don’t you want to 
Support him?” 


When he had said that much in one breath with gestures, 
Masachika closed his mouth and looked around at the 
audience. Then, just as the students’ eyes gathered, he 
turned and spoke quietly. 


“Chairman Kenzaki was able to become the student 
president because there was a system in which any student 
could become a student council member with enough 


enthusiasm. | would like to ask again. Do you need further 
discussion?” 


Masachika’s question went unanswered. Everyone... even 
Sayaka and Nona, fell completely silent. 


“If there are no more questions, we will now move on to 
closing arguments. Is it okay, the proposing side?” 


Ml ” 


Seeing Sayaka stand up silently, Masachika pushed Alisa’s 
back and urged her to return to her seat. 


Then, when he got off the podium... Suddenly, a surprised 
voice of Nonoa came up. 


“Eh, hey, Sayachi!?” 


Looking back on that voice, Sayaka was about to run away 
to the stage sleeves. A completely unexpected situation. In 
addition, Sayaka’s expression that he saw for a moment... 
Masachika got stuck on the spot. It was Alisa who moved 
instead of standing still. AS soon as she ran out, Alisa 
followed Sayaka and disappeared into the stage sleeves. 


The inside of the auditorium was violently noisy due to the 
unprecedented situation in which the representatives of the 
proponents and protesters were sent off on the way. 
Everyone was confused and just upset, and when Nonoa 
stood up scratching her head, she started walking to Stasta 
and the center of the stage. 


“Sorry, I’m sorry to bother you.” 


And when she told Masachika on the way, she stood on the 
podium and raised her hands. 


“Yes, we will surrender.” 


Again, after a moment of silence in the unprecedented 
declaration of surrender, a whisper full of confusion spreads 
in the auditorium. Toya, who recovered quickly, called out to 
her, though he was confused. 


“Well, the proponent’s proposal is a veto... is that okay?” 
“Oh, it’s good. No, my Sayaka made a lot of noise.” 


After seeing Nonoa bowing her head, Toya cleared his throat 
and declared. 


“Then, the proposal is rejected... This closes the debate.” 


Then, the student council closed the curtain in a confused 
situation. 
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“Then, please. Masachika-san.” 

“Oh, leave it to me. Yuki-san” 

When I saw them, | thought they were ideal. 


Human charm and overwhelming charisma that attracts 
everyone. The shadow meritorious person who supports her. 


A relationship in which the front is entrusted with full 
confidence and the back is supporting it with endless 
dedication. 


Ah, those two people have a stronger relationship of trust 
and a deep bond than anyone else. It can’t be helped that | 
can’t beat that. With praise and admiration... with a little 
envy, | was able to give up. 


Therefore, when | saw them, | thought | was betrayed. 


Why are you there? Was that bond that | longed for and felt 
more precious than anything else a lie? Longing and respect 
turned into hatred, and I decided to tear them apart and 
destroy their relationship no matter what | did. 


But... Why did my heart tremble when | saw those two 
people standing side by side? 


She used to take a step back, but now she is standing next 
to him. With a brighter and more lively look than before. 


Why do you look like that? It’s not her that is next to him. 
Why... Why does my chest hurt so much? 


© 
“Wait!” 


Alisa caught up with Sayaka when she ran out of the 
auditorium and came to the back of the gymnasium. She 
grabbed her arm from behind her and stopped her. 


“Go back to the auditorium. | won’t allow you to run away!” 


Alisa lifted her eyebrows to Sayaka, who stopped her legs 
but didn’t turn to her side and didn’t reply. 


“Somehow—” 


And she forcibly went around in front of her and took her 
breath when she saw her face. 


“You—” 


Sayaka glared at Alisa, who was confused by her, with her 
eyes wet with her tears, and she shook her hand roughly. 


“Why...! Why are you!” 
Alisa stiffened to the words spit out with passion. 


“Kuse-san and Suou-san were the one and only two people! 
Because they are the two, | am! I ...! | gave up! Why...!! 


Sayaka squeezed out her blood as she spilled tears from her 
steeply lifted eyes. Immediately receiving a scream that 
seemed to be saturated with her anger, sadness, and 
various other emotions, Alisa was vaguely aware of 
Sayaka’s true intentions. 


“You, you —” 


No more words came out. For a long time, she had thought 
that her words and actions were malicious, but now she 
realized that they were the opposite. Now that she knew it 
was because she had good intentions, Alisa couldn’t say 
anything. 


She was always so. At times like this, she couldn’t say smart 
things. Moving people’s hearts was impossible to her. So... 
Alisa just decided to take it all. She should at least listen to 
her. She thought it was her only role she could do. 


“If you have something to say, then just spit it out already.” 


(TN: 
https://cdn.discordapp.com/attachments/856561263462318 
110/937012750280962058/Popgellion CrunchPOP.mp4) 


“ERI” 


Sayaka hatefully stared at Alisa, who had made a straight 
statement... She suddenly turned her face down, and she 
exhaled her for a long time and said in a quivering voice. 


“I’m not qualified to say anything.” 


And when she raised her face again, there was a hollow 
expression of laughter on Sayaka’s face. 


“Į really feel like an idiot... for believing in it, for admiring it, 
for feeling betrayed by it, for taking it out on it... when it 
was all my own fault. | was just selfish!...” 


Alisa didn’t understand Sayaka’s feelings. But she could 
somehow tell that she was originally a very rational person. 


It must have been such a shock to her that she forgot 
herself in anger. She was shocked that Masachika had 
paired up with Alisa instead of Yuki. 


“Oh, there you are.” 


She looked at the voice she suddenly heard and saw Noa 
coming around the corner of the gym. 


“I’m sorry | cried so loudly... I’m sorry, Kujo-san. You can 
leave this to me now. You can go to Kuze’s side, please?” 


“Well ...” 
“It’s okay, isn’t it? Please” 


At Nonoa’s words, Arisa started walking towards the 
auditorium while keeping her eyes on Sayaka. However, 
after walking a few steps, she turned around and called out 
to Sayaka, who was being held by Nona’s shoulder. 


“Taniyama-san” 


Sayaka did not look back. Still, Alisa continued regardless. 


“Why did Kuze choose me... | don’t know, but I want to live 
up to that will...” 


She couldn’t put it into words. She didn’t even know if this 
was the right thing to say to her. Even so, Alisa did her best 
to convey her feelings to Sayaka. 


“That’s why... lII do my best. | hope you will recognize me 
someday... That’s it.” 


Then, she left the place quickly. Nonoa looked behind her 
and muttered to herself. 


“Well... you’re a good girl, Kujo. | thought you’d be much 
colder, but you’re not so bad...” 


“That’s right. That’s what Kuze-san chose.” 


When she said this in a tear-stained voice, Sayaka looked up 
Slightly and asked. 


“ ..What about the debate?” 


“Hmm? Oh, | decided to give up here. It was pretty noisy, 
but it feels like Kuze and the chairman have picked it up 
well.” 


“Yeah... I’m sorry. I’m sorry to bother you...” 
“Oh, it’s okay, because I’m your best friend.” 


Speaking lightly and laughing, Nonoa took off Sayaka’s 
glasses and hugged her tightly. 


“And it’s a little late regretting that. | can’t believe it, 
Sayacchi has always cried and screamed and gotten out of 
hand...” 


“Not true...” 


“No, it is. Do you know how many times I’ve had to deal 
with your tantrums?” 


Despite her words, Nonoa stroked Sayaka’s back with a 
gentle hand and said as if to remind her. 


“When you calm down, let’s apologize to Kuze and Kujo-san. 
l'Il go with you.” 
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Sayaka nodded silently to her best friend’s words. Nonoa 
continued stroking her back. 


Epilogue 


Students left the auditorium in a line according to the 
instructions of Toya and Masachika. There were two figures 
looking down at the scene from a higher place. 


“Huh, my brother is still sweet.” 


Yuki laughed calmly with a cup of tea in the dimming room 
installed above the audience seats. While standing on the 
podium and looking down at Masachika, who was watching 
the students leave, she put her back on the back of the 
chair and rearranged her legs. 


“If my brother wanted to, he could’ve ended this 
immediately... Did he give his partner an opportunity to 
grow, or was he simply indulgent towards a familiar 
person?...” 


Yuki looked down on Masachika with cold eyes while stirring 
her tea. 


“Well, good... to some extent, this is not enough to be called 
my enemy after all. Its naivety will destroy it soon enough... 
don’t you think so?” 


When Yuki asked without looking back, Ayano, who stood 
diagonally behind her, tilted her neck. 


“Is that so? | think both Masachika and Alisa were very 
good.” 


To Ayano’s suspicious voice, Yuki put the cup down as if she 
was offended, and looked back at her eyebrows. 


“Ayano...” 


“Yes, what is it?” 


“You don’t understand... You don’t understand. After one 
battle is over, you scowl, with plenty of room to spare, even 
adding a shadow to your eyes if you want! It’s a waste of 
time to give a superior evaluation! It’s also an important 
element in creating a strong character.” 


Ayano obediently bowed her head to Yuki, who emphasized 
while swinging her fist down on the elbow rest of her chair. 


“I’m sorry. | didn’t study enough.” 


“Come on, get a grip... Why do you think | took charge of 
lights and sound equipment?” 


In the room, which was steamed by the heat generated by 
the lighting equipment, Yuki annoyedly fanned her face with 
her hands. Ayano tended to hesitate to open her mouth as 
she looked up at her master with a fan that she quickly took 
out of her pocket. 


“While I’m afraid... Is it okay?” 
“What?” 


“Isn't that the stronger character... the one who loses in the 
end?” 
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“Also, aS | said earlier... Eating and drinking is strictly 
prohibited in the dimming room.” 


“ ” 


Following Ayano’s gaze, Yuki looked down at the teacup 
placed on her lighting control panel... and quickly realigned 


her legs and carefully picked up the teacup. 
“|, Ayano.” 

“Yes” 

“Let's tidy up.” 

“Understood” 
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After the cleanup, the auditorium was no longer popular. 
Masachika and Arisa were sitting side by side in the 
audience, looking at the empty stage. 


The other student council members also returned earlier, 
and the auditorium was empty. After a brief period of 
silence, Alisa murmured. 


“I think she respected you.” 


a“ ” 
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Masachika silently waited for the next word, even though he 
was inclined to the sudden words. Then, Alisa looked 
forward and said, as if to confirm. 


“Taniyama-san said that you and Yuki-san were the one and 
only pair she admired... That’s why she gave up.” 


“Ah...” 


When he heard those words, something became clear to 
Masachika. 


He always felt uncomfortable with Sayaka’s attitude. 


An attitude that seemed to be possessed by anger and 
hatred, which is not like the rational person she was. It was 
something Masachika was sure of... That’s why he 
understood Sayaka’s feelings well. 


(You thought... you were betrayed) 


He always wondered. Why did Sayaka not join the student 
organization? 


The theory is that if you want to become student body 
president, you have to be a member of the student council 
in your freshman year. In fact, that’s what she did in the 
middle school. On the other hand, if she didn’t do so, it 
could be assumed that she had already given up on getting 
revenge on Yuki. 


But... in fact, that was the case. Sayaka admitted that she 
was no match for Yuki, and she withdrew herself. She 
probably acknowledged her recent achievements. Without 
doubt Masachika would run again with Yuki. 


However, in reality, Masachika chose to run with Alisa, a 
rival candidate of Yuki. 


(That... She couldn’t accept that...) 


How did she see herself in her eyes? How did she feel about 
admitting defeat, and how did she feel about having her 
decision overturned? 


Masachika was familiar with her expectations and trust, and 
the pain in her heart that she felt when she was betrayed. 
When he thought he had given it, Masachika was almost 
crushed by guilt. 


“I'll do my best.” 
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Masachika, who was standing down while biting his teeth, 
raised his face to Alisa’s declaration. 


“You chose to run for me... it wasn’t a mistake. | hope 
Taniyama-san will approve it someday.” 


Masachika felt a strong envy in the straight words and the 
positive way of thinking. However, unlike himself who just 
looked down on guilt, her appearance of raising her head 
and trying to move forward was so dazzling for Masachika 
that his chest was hurting. 


Still, he was grateful for Alisa’s positive thinking. It couldn’t 
be helped if she felt down. But she realized that she should 
hold her head straight and go on. 


“That’s right. To convince Taniyama-san... l'II do my best. 
l'II make you think that you’d want to vote for us next year.” 


“That’s right” 


The two nodded to each other, and Masachika and Alisa 
reaffirmed their determination. 


This was no longer just a battle between two people. Since 
Sayaka was hurt and used as a stepping stone, it was not 
permissible to show a terrible battle. 


(In the end, | was moved by her tears again) 


Remembering Sayaka’s crying face that he saw two years 
ago, Masachika smiled bitterly. 


Alisa tended to hesitate to open her mouth. 


“...Hey, can I ask you?” 


“Amm?” 


Masanori was brought back to reality and turned his head to 
Alisa, but Alisa only made her annoyed look while facing 
him, and did not say anything else. 


However, after she had been silent for a while, she finally 
turned to him and asked. 


“.,.Why did you choose to run with me instead of Yuki-san?” 
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To that question, Masachika blinked slowly and then 
suddenly turned his gaze upwards. This time, Alisa quietly 
waited for his words. 


“... l joined the student council with Yuki... because | 
couldn’t refuse her request.” 


The spilled word was a monologue-like word that did not 
answer the question. 


But Alisa silently listened to him. Masachika also repeated 
his words without worrying about Alisa’s reaction. 


“I wanted to support her goals... But the most important 
thing was... Probably guilt... | guess | felt guilty.” 


“Guilty...?” 
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Alisa asked her anxious words, but Masachika looked in front 
of her and said nothing. 


Alisa, who realized that Masachika was now facing his inner 
self, swallowed her own doubts and turned to him. 


“That’s why I was always somewhat suffocated by my own 
thoughts... | was always thinking self-deprecatingly about 
how my motivation was not as good as the people around 
me who were working so hard on their dreams and goals.” 


To become the student council president of Seiryo Academy. 
This was the task that was supposed to be assigned to 
Masachika. 


He had pushed it onto his sister. It was because of this guilt 
that Masachika could not refuse Yuki’s request. Because of 
this guilt, he could not feel a sense of accomplishment no 
matter what he did. 


He put all the reasons and responsibilities on his sister, and 
he couldn’t help but feel terribly cowardly as he stood 
dexterously behind the scenes. 


“It may sound cool to say that I’m the vice president, but... 
In the end, | just didn’t want to be on the stage. | was not 
prepared to be a proud vice president, so | just stayed 
behind the scenes.” 


Alisa was terribly moved by Masachika’s depressing remarks 
about herself. 


‘That’s not true. There is no need to be so self-deprecating.’ 
is what she wanted to say, but she didn’t know much about 
Masachika, so her words would sound too flimsy. 


Yuki might be able to comfort his heart. 
Mariya might be able to gently wrap his heart. 


Toya, Kayasaki, even Ayano... These thoughts came to mind 
one after another, and her heart creaked with helplessness. 


Why am | like this? 
Why can’t | get close to people’s hearts? 


If | could lighten the heart of the boy in front of me, | would 
do anything | can. 


But her body didn’t move. She couldn’t say a word. 
She could only listen silently. 


Whether or not he knew about Alisa’s anguish, Masachika 
turned around and looked a little embarrassed from the look 
of looking into the distance. 


“But... this time it’s different” 
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“This time | decided to become a vice president on my own 
initiative... with you.” 


Finally, Alisa remembered her own question. Why did he 
choose herself instead of Yuki? She realized that her answer 
to that was just being told. 


“That’s why... compared to Yuki, it’s not like that. | decided 
to help you with my own will... It’s my first time.” 


Alisa suddenly laughed at Masachika, who averted his gaze 
and suddenly scratched his head. 


At the same time, she perceived that her existence helped 
to bring the heart of Masachika forward, and joy and relief 
spread in her chest... an indescribable tickle... 


“I wanted you to say that a little more clearly?” 


Alisa said mischievously, smiling at her itchy, happy 
sensations. Then, Masachika blatantly turned away from her 
face and made a return. 


“Shut up, you’re embarrassing me. You know what I’m 
talking about.” 


“I’m sorry. | didn’t understand. Can you tell me more 
clearly?” 


“Don’t you laugh? Don’t tell me. What about you?” 
“What?” 


Masachika immediately turned back to Alisa and 
approached her with a blatantly mean smile. 


“Why did you agree to run for me? Can you answer me in 
Japanese?” 


“Oh, that’s easy.” 


When Masachika bitterly questioned her, Arisa smiled 
generously and said as if it were natural. 


(TN: “Because it’s you”) 


To that very clear and concise answer, Masachika 
desperately endured his cheeks cramping. 


“What the hell was that?” 


He tried to control his agitation and managed to squeeze 
out a few words, which Alisa must have thought were in 
response to her answer in Russian. 


She got up from her seat as she brushed her hair on her 
shoulders with a fluffy smile. 


“Let’s go home.” 
“4. Yes yes.” 


When he stood up in the same way, Masachika stretched 
out with an unfamiliar face so that Alisa wouldn't realize his 
upset. 


(Oh man, that might have worked a lot better than 
Taniyama’s tears.) 


Masachika chuckled at his own simplicity, thinking that he 
would finally have to get serious about this. 


(Well, but... it’s not bad) 


At least, it was much better than being driven only by guilt, 
as he had been in the past. 


With that thought in mind, Masachika followed Alisa towards 
the entrance, feeling somewhat refreshed. 


“Speaking of which ...” 
“Hmm?” 


Alisa, who was ahead of her, suddenly stopped, and she 
looked back with a cold expression. 


“Kuze-kun... what did you mean by that?” 
“That?” 


When Masachika tilted his head to see what she was talking 
about, Arisa’s cheeks flushed a little, but her gaze turned 
stern. 


“That... About my chest size...” 


“Ah! Oh, that...” 


Alisa’s words reminded him of what he did before the 
debate, and Masachika wandered his gaze. 


“Ah, no, that girl | Knew told me about that before... Rest 
assured. | didn’t tell anyone else, it was just speculation.” 
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“No, it really came out in a casual conversation! That ... in 
the anime, the character with an E-cup in the chest came 
out, and | said,’The real E-cup isn’t that big.’ That guy, the 
actual E-cup is about the same size as Alya’s... ” 


Alisa stared at Masachika, whose voice gradually became 
dull due to a painful excuse, with an absolute zero-degree 
gaze... Eventually, she snorted and turned to her. 


A small mutter arrives at Masachika, who felt that she had 
managed to forgive him and stroked his chest. 


[You were just about right.[] 


For a moment, he couldn’t comprehend it, but the moment 
he realized that it was an answer to a question he had asked 
before the debate, Masachika was suddenly at the height of 
his confusion. 


(Almost right? How close!? Upper? Lower? E closer to F? E 
closer to D!? Woooooo00000!?) 


Masachika’s adolescence exploded at the sudden revelation 
of unheard-of information. Not caring about Masachika, 
Alisa, with her ears red, quickly left the auditorium to hide 
her expression. The door of the entrance slammed shut, and 
silence fell over the auditorium. 


And—- 
“Which one is it!!” 


The cry of an adolescent boy echoed in the empty 
auditorium. 


